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JVorthem District of J^ewTorh, «*. 
[L is.] BE IT REMEMBERED, That ou the twenty- fourth day of July, in 
Ait forty -ninth Tear of the independence ot the United States of America, 
A. D 1824, Samuel B. Beach, of the said district, hath deposited in this office 
the title ot a book, the right whereof he claims as author, in the words follow- 
ing, to wit; 

<*£scalala, an Ajnerican Tale, by Samuel B. Beach." 

Out upoB Time, who forerer will leave 

Bat «iu>ugh of the past, for the future to grieve 

O'er that which hath been.— fiyrcn. 

In conformity to the act of the Congress of the United States, entitled <*Aq 
act for the encouragement of learning, by securing the copies of Maps, Charts, 
and Books, to the authors and, proprietors of such copie6^ during the times 
therein mentioned;** and also to the act entitled **An act supplementary to an 
act entitled ^An act for the encouragement of learning, by securing the copies 
of Maps, (harts and Books, to the authors and proprietors ot such copies during^ 
the times therein mentioned," and extending the bent fits thereof to the arts of 
desigoiog, eograviog and etching historical and other prints." 

RICHARD R. LANSING, 
Clerk of the Mrthmi JDiftrift ofMw^Tork, 
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The autboF not bein^ able to examine the proof-theeti, the foUewingf errort 
escaped the notice of the poblisber: 

Page 18, line 20, insert a comma after the word 'note.' 
36, last line bat one, for *point,' read paini. 
40, 1. 3 from the bottom, for *e8a,* read sea. 
44, 1. 3, for *low', r<»ad tfoto. 
54, 1. 24, for *force/ rcadyZice. 

64, 1. 3, for *heart,* read hearts. Same p. 1. 29, read oeean-vfovt 
66, 1. 21, for *migh,' read might 
68, 1. 28, for 'spheres,' read sphere '5. 
70, 1. 23, for *briffhj* read brighU 
75, 1. 5, read. With burning splinters from the pine. 
87, I. 16, for *wide,* read wild. 
91, 1. 2, read, JViih thankless theme &c. 
93, 1. 5, for 'of,' read ofl. Line 6, for ♦earthly,' re3d'«wH%. 
98, for 'Glowmer,' read Qlovrnwn^ in two places. 



d by Google 



d by Google 



ADVERTISEMENT. 

The hint for the fable of the following poem was furnished Ijy 
^he numerous ruins which yet remain visible in the interior of North 
America, and particularly in the vicinity of the Ohio and the Mis- 
sissippi: ruins which demonstrate, that, long anterior to the first voy- 
age of Columbus, the section of country which I have designated, 
was inhabited by a naition more civilized than the wandering tribes 
in whose possession it was found by the English and French. In- 
deed, even at that early day, the imperfect and perishable traditions 
of the North American savages seem to have preserved no trace of 
a record to whom those ruins belonged; or by whom, for what pur- 
pose, or at what period they were reared. Towers of stone, con- 
taining implements and idols of copper; the embankments of for- 
. tresses, judiciously located and traced with all the accuracy and 
mathematical skill which the ablest modern engineer can boast; and 
barrows or tumuli, in which have, for ages, been inhumed the bones 
of forgotten thousands; all proclaim the. country to have been, "in the 
olden time,*' the seat of a people, numerous, warlike and civilized, 
far beyond what can be predicated of either the present aborigines, or 
their ancestors. 

Who, or wb#nce, were the authors of these ruins? and what has 
become of them? are questions which curiosity has asked, and wbick 
philosophers, the orists and historians have attempted to answer, in 
vain. They have been ascribed to the lost Jewish tribes; to 9 
Welch colony; and to I know not what other strange origin : and 
grave and learned dissertations have been penned by learned and 
I grave men, in support of each of the theories. 

In this conflict of absurd opinions, and unsupported conjectures, I 
have thought it allowable to embellish a poetic tale with a theory of 
my own: and one whichi if it needs that merit, it at least as plau- 
sible and as well supported hf authentic history and doubtful tradi- 
tion, as either of those to which I have alluded. 
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VI 

In the ninth century, Harold Uonfagre, or Harfager, conquered 
twelve of the petty chieftains of Norway, and united their territories 
into a kingdom. Naddohr, one of those petty chiefs, fleeing from 
Harold, turned pirate; discovered and colonized Greenland; and in 
one of his voyages from Norway to that country, with colonists, is 
supposed to have perished by shipwreck. — So says history : but I 
have taken the liberty to alter his supposed fate, and to make him 
and his companions the founders of a Norwegian colony, near the 
junction of the Ohio and the Mississippi. It can hardly be neces- 
sary to add; that this colony retains the superstitious opinions, cer- 
emonies and practices of its Scandinavian ancestors, who were not, 
at that period, converted to Christianity. 

The poem opens with a grand feast, introductory to a splendid 
hunting excursion, and preparatory to the annual religious rites in 
honor of Odin : the time, about three hundred years after the first 
landing of Naddohr on the continent, and when the coloiy had be- 
come numerous and powerful. Then follows the great hunting, by 
the king and nobles; in the course of which, Ruric, the king's son, 
surprises and carries off, by force, Escalala, the daughter of a power- 
ful Indian chief, and the heroine of the poem. This produces a 
general and destructive war between the aborigines and colonists, 
ending in the utter extermination of the latter; and this result is pro- 
duced, chiefly, by the energy, skill and implacable revenge of Es-^ 
calala. 

Such are the materials which, amid the pressure of misfortunes 
and the distracting cares of business, I have ventured to embody in 
the following little poem: a poem which aims at Jtio higher rank, 
and aspires to no greater dignity ,than such as belong to a tale of 
fancy; and in which — without stopping to inquire which school of 
poetry is the best, I have indulged that frequent change of measure 
which forms one of the most prominent characteristics of modern 
minstrelsy. 

Mount Clemens, Territorif of J\£chig(m, 
June 10, 1822. 
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In that elysian land, where nature showers 
Her choicest boons, and wakes her wildest powers; 
Where Fancy, — throned on Alleghany's brow 
Or Chimborazo's cloud-capt peak of snow, — 
Riots on wonders, in ecstatic trance, 
And scans the globe at one wide eagle-glance; 
Why sleeps the Muse?— or only wakes the lyre- 
To notes, Beotian dulness might inspire? 

Land of the brave, the generous and the free, 
Hope of the world and nurse of Liberty! 
Thy sons, when Bute conceived th' ignoble plan 
To crush fair Freedom's rights — ^the rights of man; 
Prompt, at their country's call, to vengeance woke^ 
Burst th' oppressor's chain and spurned the tyrant's yoke. 

Nor less in enterprise than arms renowned, 
Where genius points, thy children still are found. 
If dauntless Commerce spread th' adventurous sail 
To catch the breath of earth's remotest gale; 
Who guides the batk? who dares the untravelled brine? 
Columbia! 'tis some freeborn child of thine. 

Prompt at her need, if energy require 
A frame of iron and a soul of fire. 
To traverse Afric's unknown sands and dare 
Their thousand perils; see thy Ledyard there: 
"When can he start?" is asked, with doubting eye; ( 1 ) 
^^ To-morrow" — is his brief but firm reply. 

If Art, if Science, of invention ask ( 2 ) 
A helping hand, to aid their god-like task; 
Thy FkankliN; Rittenhouse, and Bushmell stand, 
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The chosen vot^rieshof her high command;' 

In ocean's depths, secure, their joumies ply, 

Unfold the heavens, or pluck the lightnings from the ^^ 

And Fulton, Whitney, Godfrey, Evans share 

Her gifts, with Clymer, Wilkinson and Hare^ 

If Eloquence would charm the raptured ear, 
Fill the tranced soul and wake the willing tear; 
Teach tyrant power to tremble^ guilt to pause, 
Aid injured worth, or truth's insulted laws; 
Behold her, throned and thundering, on the tongue 
Of Ames or Henry, Clay or Hamilton: 
Or if her sister. Painting, deign to wreath 
Her brightest tints, and bid the canvass breathe. 
Warm with the glow which genius lends, and rife 
With nature, starting into mimic life; 
Admiring Europe, in thy West, has seen ( 5 ) 
All that her art can be, or e'er has been, 
And with thy Copley, Stuart, Leslie, live 
All that her pencil's magic touch can ^ve. 

Distinguished thus for every generous art 
Which can expand the mind^ or mend the hearty 
Bom with man's rarest blessing — ^to be free, 
And freedom's richest gift — a soul of energy; 
Why shun Cblumbia's sons to wake the lyre 
WitE all the fervor of poetic fire? 
Why gaze on <charm« the stranger muse hath shown, 
Kor make such charms, such beauties all their own?— 
I blush, the seeming riddle to unfold; 
But truth demands the tale — and truth must aye be oAi. 

If British genius woo the tuneful Nine, 
Shape the smooth verse and point the polished Une; 
With prompt acclaim we hail the heaven-born layi. 
And lavish blind applause and heedless* praise. 
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But if some luckless native minstrel twine 
A votive chaplet for Apollo's shrine; 
Though every flower on high Parnassus grew, 
By Fancy nourished with Castalian dew; 
Though Harmony hath breathed her soul around 
The mystic zone, in which their stems are bound; 
We catch no fragrance, profier no regard, 
And cold disdain repels the hapless bard. 

Oh, my soul sickens, at the niggard meed, ( 4 ) 
By apathy to native worth decreed; 
Scorns the perverted taste, that still must roam 
In quest of dainties which abound at home; 
Longs for the days to come — and come they must— 
To others liberal, to ourselves more just; 
When my loved countrymen shall learn to prize 
The wildwood flowers, that bloom beneath their native skies. 

Meantime — unknown to fame, unskilled to guide 
My slender baik across the stormy tide-r- 
I launch, adventurous, on the fickle sea 
Where those who seek renown ofj find obscurity. 
If genius guide the helm and trim the sail, 
^is glorious to succeed — and great to fail: 
Cheered by the thought, I dare the high emprize 
Jlcnd tempt my fate— perchance more valiant far than wi$e> 
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CANTO FIRST. 

October's sun shone^ mildly bright. 
On Mississippi's waves of light, 
And e'en Ohio's darker stream 
Glanced gaily back his mellow beam 
On Erigonia's hundred spires. 
That gleamed like Scotia's beacon-fires; 
When.Gondibert, in pride of place, 
Stern king of Scania's powerful race, 
Summoned his nobles, near and far, 
To grace the pomp of sylvan war. 

Three days, his royal will decreed 
To urge the chuse with hound and steed; 
And on the foiath, the gathered spoil 
Of all their sport and all their toil, 
In one vast quarry to array 
And thence, with pious care, convey 
Of every kind, the fairest nine 
And offer them at Odin's shrine.—- 
'Twas an old custom, which his sire 
Who fled, long since, from Harold's ire, 
Had brought from Norway, o'er the set, 
And he observed it, annually. 

For Scania's sons — though fabling pride ( 1 ) 
Their lineage to the gods allied — 
Were the descendants of the crew 
Of shipwrecked outlaws, bold but few, 
Who, led by Naddohr,left the coast 
Of Norway, and by tempests tossed, 



d by Google 



12 ESCALALA. CANTO 

On Nova Scotia's savage strand, 
With nought but life, came late to land. 

Long was their wandering; but at last. 
Through many a wild andtrackless waste,- 
By Mississippi's hoary flood 
The homeless, houseless wanderers stood; 
And found them there a! place of rest 
Richer than Arahy the Blest. 

Wild was the scene, but aU as fair 
As fancy's fondest visions are, 
And seemed, to those its haunts who trod,. 
A paradise, without its God. 
Here, on the right, Ohio rolled 
His tribute waters, swift and bold; 
Like some rich vassal, proud to bring 
The fairest off 'ring to Ws king: 
While there — broad, deep, impetuous, stroi^^ — 
Old Mississippi swept along; 
As though he scorned the needless tide 
Ohio's feebler founts supplied^ 
The deep, embowering woods, around, 
With vines and mantling ivy crowned, 
And thousand flowers^ of varied hue. 
Fresh from their births and moist with dew^ 
Shed fragrance — rich as poets sing 
Elysian gales were wont to fling 
Round those blest souls, by Minos given. 
On earth, an antepast of heaven: 
Seemed, that of nature's birth, the fairest, 
Of nature's boons, the richest, rarest. 
Some fairy hand had culled, with care. 
Spell-bound them all, and placed them there. 
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^ANTO 1, MSCALALA. IS 

And there, the wanderers stayed their feet 
And wept, like infancy, to meet 
Unlocked, unhoped for, term so fair 
To all their toil and all their care. 
And there a rustic vill they reared, 
I Gathered wild maize, the forest cleared; ( 2 ) 

And — ^but that memory^s busy finger, 
Unhid, would still delight to stray 
From present bliss, to point and linger 
Cer friends, home, kindred, far away — 
Not Eden's tenants, ere their shame 
And guilt, by the Destroyer,, came, 
Tasted life's joys with richer zest. 
Were more contented, or more blest. 

In peace they dwelt; the Indian, wild, 
Bland nature's free but simple child, 
Beheld, with terror and surprise, 
Their race increase, their cities rise, 
And hid him in some wildwood glen; . 
Deeming the gods had left the skies ( 3 } 
To tabernacle there, like menw 

Time sped; their vill, a city grown, 
Changed huts of reed for domes of stone; 
And that small band, without a name, 
A nation, proud and vast, became; 
Whose empire, spreading broad and far^ 
Lay, mid the darkling forests round, 
I Like evening's mild and lovely star, 

Beaming and bright through night's profound. 
And Gondibert's imperial sway 
Six hundred thousand souls obey 
AU Scanians true; the ninth was he 
Of Naddohr's royal pcdigreCj 
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14 ESCALALA- CAKTO 1 

Whb claimed — as kings all claim — ^their liac 
Should fill the throne, by right divine.^ 

'Tis evening, and the Whippowill 
Trills merry notes, o'er dale and hill; 
The bat has left his grottoed rest 
To glean his nightly insect feast; 
From his lone haunt the gloomy owl 
Whoops to the wolf's discordant howl,. 
Antl baying ban-dogs show how well 
The fold may trust its sentinel. 
O'er Alleghany's distant brow, 
The full-orbed moon is rising, slow: 
With pearly radiance, bright and mild. 
Tinging the blue expanse of heaven — 
Like youthful dream, when hope beguiled^. 
Or God's own smile, on sins forgiven. 

Hark to the swell of the bugle's notes^ 
As through the trembling air it floats, 
And herald's voice, proclaiming loud 
To every Scanian, through the land, 
The monarch's will and high command;. 
That serf and noble, low and proud. 
Prepare themselves, as best they may,, 
Fot Odin's wonted holiday: 
Three days, all laborless, to lead 
As listed them, in hall or bower, 
In dance, or song, or courtly deed. 
Of gallant love, as suits the hour; 
The fourth, with shell, and feast, and rite 
Of mystic import, known to few, 
And bonfire's blaze,, from dale and heightj^ 
To pay the meed to Odin due. ( 4 ) 
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CANTO 2, BSCALALA. X$ 

The king himself to-night, with those 
His nobles high, who join the chase 
At morning's dawn, holds deep carouse, 
Th' approaching festival to grace. 
The palace gates are open, all; 
Its hundred rooms and ample hall 
Are thronged with guests, whose hearts beat high 

Beneath their chief's approving eye 

As ripe for sport, as full of glee, 
As gay, as wild, as fancy-free 
As those who, at Titania's court. 
By moonlight to the glade resort, 
And, circling round their elfin king, 
On green-sward form the fairy-ring. 
The huge oak tables, amply crowned 
With smoking cheer, are placed around; 
A thousand torches, flaming bright, 
Outvie the sun's meridian light; 
And, from an hundred fountains playing^ 
The ruddy wine, in sparkling flow. 
O'er mirtiic rocks impatient straying, 
Leaps to the spacious vase below. 
The seneschals and heralds, gay. 
Have marshalled well the proud array 
And given each guest, with courtly grace, 
As honor bade, his rank and place. 

On ample xx}uch — profusely strown 
I With ermine, sables, and the down 

Of eider, mixed with the perfume 
Of musk, and the magnolia's bloom — 
First of the first, in rank and mind, 
The royal Gondibert reclined. 



d by Google 



16 ESCALALA. CANTt 1 

His form was of that giant mould 
So common in the days of old; 
Ere luxury and ease and art. 
Curdling the life-blood at the heart, 
Perverted nature's generous plan 
And made a pigmy race of man : 
And on his front, and in his eye, 
Sat stern resolve, and purpose high, 
And noble daring, that became 
His rank, his lineage and his fame; 
And kingly pride, which ill could brook 
Or opposition or rebuke. 
Yet would he, when at times, the tide 
Of genial wine had opened wide 
The gates of prudence, condescend 
From such high bearing to unbend, 
And, mid a chosen, festive ring, ( 5 ) 
Play any part, but that of king; 
Nor forfeit, by such frolic mirth. 
Such fooleries of ephemeral bidl], 
Aught of respect or influence, due 
To his high rank and merit true. 

Next to the king — his only son. 
Heir to his honors and his throne — * 
Sat Ruric, ardent, bold and young, 
Ready of hand and free of tongue, 
Adventurous, heedless, rashly brave, 
Born for command, and yet a slave 
To every yeering passion's sway 
That chanced to seize him, for the day: 
Fortune's spoiled child, his sole employ 
Had been, to wish and to enjoy. 
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And manhood came and saw his frame 
Such as Apollo's self might claim, 
Graceful but vigorous^ firm but free, 
While his mind slept in infancy. 
Yet Ruric was his father's pride, 
Who, like most fathers, seldom spied 
A fault in one so dearly loved, 
Or if he spied it, half approved. 

On either hand, the nobles, placed 
In order due, the presence graced: 
And in a seat of honor, near ( 6 ) 
The king, the gifted scalds appear — 
A sacred' band, who loved the lyre; 
And when their inspirations came, 
Koble and serf and knight and squire. 
And matron grave, and sprightly dame 
Would listen to their magic measure. 
With such deep trance of heartfelt pleasure, 
As those in wise Ulysses' train 
Felt, when they heard the syrens' stmiQ. 

The king his signal Ibowl had drained 
And mirth and wine and pleasure reigned; 
The merry morrice-dancers alt 
Were footing, featly, through the hall. 
And maskers showed their quaint array. 
As whim or fancy led the way: 
While still — as festive ^ee rose higher-^ 
From king to peer, from knight to squire^ 
All deeply quaffed the purple tide 
The still-replenished vase supplied. 
And the loud laugh burst, fast and free, 
O'er all the mingled revelry. 
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18 BSCALALA* CANTO 1> 

But hushed was all that wassail roar 
When, from his lofty couch, once more 
The king a signal gave: 
Instant, around the ample rooms, 
Sank silence, voiceless as the tomhs, 
Through all that bevy brave. 

<^Now let our scalds," the monarch said^ 
'Invoke the muse, our rites to aid" — 
And instant as he spake, 
Revered for talents and for years, 
Forth from the circle of hb peem 
Stepped greyhaired Bermondlake. 

Faintly at firsts ccmfused and slow 
The laxy numbers seemed to flow; 
Till fancy's wakening force. 
Rousing the giant soul of song, 
Poured the full tide of verse along 
Its spirit stirriqg course: 
When thus, while mote attention hung 
On every note the poet sung. 

THE WITCH OF HESLEGGEN. ( 7 ) 
Oh! why does Lord Harold^till wander and weep; 
Or why does he gaze from Loffoden's lone steep. 
O'er the dark, turbid waves^ as they tumble and curl 
With the swell of the tide, through the Malestrom's wild whirl: 
As though, on the rude waste of waters so drear, 
He sought for some treasure his mem'ry held dean 
Or hoped that their roar, with its wildering din. 
Might deafen the toud voice of sorrow, that ever 
With ravenlike note, his sad bosom within. 
Warns Harold that peace 099 revisit it never? 
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CANTO 1. ESCALALA. 19 

i The Witch of Hesleggen was murky and hoar, 
The Witch of Hesleggen was wrinkled and sour; 
Her frown was like Heckla's dark, volcanic smoke, 
And her smile like the gleams, through its darkness that broke: 
Her elf-locks were matted with sea-dragon's blood, 
Newt, vampire and harpy were dished for her food; 
And her voice, through her dark, skinny lips, seemed to break 
All fitful and shrill — like the blasts that are driven, 
When tempests are rife on Ardanger's rude peak, 
Through its deep, gloomy caverns, those tempests have rivcQ. 

Lord Harold was hunting, one morn, on his steed, 
The stag was in view and the hounds at full speed; 
Ascending Hesleggen, the chase held his course 
And hard at his heels, followed huntsman and horse — 
The deathwhoop was swelling, the stag was at bay; 
The deathblow was falling — when, crossing his way. 
The Witch stood before him and, seizing his brand, 
With a withering scowl, for a moment she eyed him 
In silent displeasure; then, waving her hand. 
Thus spoke — \^hile his dogs crouched in terror beside him. 

*^ash mortal! that dares, uninvited and rude. 
On this mountain of mine thy base sports to intrude; 
Retire! ere thy fotly my vengeance awake. 
And my curses pursue thee — too sure to overtake: 
Retire! and reflect, ere you trespass again, 
lliat the Witch of Hesleggen ne'er threatens in vain!'' 
She said, and her fierce, lurid eyes shot a gleam 
t)f transient but awful and fiendlike derision; 
Then vanished — like shapes which, in feverish dream, 
t'lit, fearful and wild, o'er the soul's troubled vision. 

Lord Harold was stern, and his nerves never shook; 
Lord Harold was proud, and disdained a rebuke 
from mortal or demon — his will w^a his law 
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And tboQgh Odin exposed it^ he recked not a straw: 
He chafed at his hounds^ till lie roused them again, 
He spurred hb fieet courser and gave him the rein: 
The stag, still in view, over scrag, peak and dell 
Full closely he followed till, panting and jaded, 
Beneath one fierce stroke of the falchion he fell, 
And his antlers, In triumph, the victor paraded. 

A twelvemonth had passed, when a galliot brave^ 
From the island of Ver, bounded light o'er the wave; 
On its deck sat fair Ella, Lord Harold's young bride^ 
And Dermid hb firstborn, hb heir and hb pride, 
£njoying the zephyr that, balmy and fi'ee. 
Just kbsed, without moving, the face of the sea: 
'Lord Harold impatiently watched, from the strand 
Near the foot of Hesleggen, the galliot careering; 
The rowers were strong — scarce a bowshot from land, 
They plied to the shore they were rapidly nearing: 

When, sudden and black, from Hesleggen's high brow 
Shot a t^npest-fraugbt cloud to the ocean below: 
It swept past Lord Harold, all angry and dark, 
And in whirlwind it burst o'er the seacircled bark; 
While, borne on its pinions, the demonlike form 
Of the Witch of Hesleggen directed the storm: 
From the galliot's deck, a short death-shriek was heard 
With soul-piercing shrillness, one moment to quiver; 
One moment aloft that brave galliot appeared. 
Then sunk to its grave in the billows, forever. 

Lord Harold beheld it with maniac stare. 
It froze his warm blood and it blanched his dark hair; 
One wild glance he seft'f o'er the still troubled wave, 
One groan of despair and of anguish he gave; 
Then turned him and sought, in the wood's deepest glen, 
A retreat from the haunts and the converse Of men: 
There — rapt in the dreams of sick fency, that play 
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O'er the ruins of reason, all false and deceiving- 
He seeks his lost Ella and Dermid^^ch day, 
And wastes each lone night in a vigil of grieving. 



As ceased the strain, the raptured throng 
Rang forth applauses loud and long, 
In token of their kind regard 
For the wild tale and aged bard; 
And while their shouts the palace shook, 
The king a massy goblet took. 
Whose ample round was fashioned smooth 
From the huge mammoth's ivory tooth: 
With generous wine he filled it soon, 
Then from his couch rose gallantly. 
And to the scald — a monarch's boon — 
He gave it for his minstrelsy. 

When sunk at last the fierce acclaim; 
Unbidden, all unknown to fame, 
Rose Fergus of the flaxen hair 
And laughing eye — whose features fair 
Scarce showed as yet, the rougher trace 
Which mvohood stamps upon the face. 
But though a youth, he loved the lyre 
And wooed it with such strong desire, 
Such constant hope, such fervid zeal 
As only youthful p6et8 feel; 
And chose this night of feast and^glee. 
When all were gay and all were firee, 
To tempt the public ear, tind claim 
The honors ^f a poet's name. 
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Those who have ventured, o^er the tide 
Of popular applause, to guide 
Their little bark — where every breath 
Brings immortality or death; 
And those alone can guess or tell 
What hopes and fears, what mingled swell 
Of intense feelings, keen and strong — 
With much of pleasure, more of pain — 
In hurried flow careered along 
Through that young poet's heart and brain; 
When rising, midst the glittering ring 
Of knights and earls and prince and king^ 
To wrest from fame the well earned bays 
Which cjrown successful poets lays. 

Short space staid he for word or look 
Of approbation or rebuke; 
But gave hb hurried feelmgs play. 
As thus he poured his artless lay. 

THE OCEAN-QUEEN. 

Earl Ronald was the pride and boast 
Of every Runic dame * 

Who dwelt on Norway's rugged coast, 
From Glomen to the Draarae: ( 8 ) 
Eaph manly grace his mien combined. 
Which female hearts approve; 
His gallant soul, his god-like mind 
Were formed for woman's love: 
And many a blushing maiden sighed 
To be Earl Ronald's chosen bride. 

But Selma— of the dark-blue eye 
And raven-colored hair, 
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Sprung from bold Blorn's lineage high— 

Was Ronald's only care: 

Twice twelve long moons the maid he wooed, 

With every ready art 

Of faithful love-yas gallant should 

Who seeks fair lady's heart; 

And she, at last, had fixed the night 

Which should behold their nuptial rite. 

Ronald — who loved the angler's sport—* 
To while a summer'sday, 
With line and hook would oft resort 
,To Swinsund's sheltered bay: 
And there, one lovely summer's mom. 
As on an islet's side 
Alonp he sat, a sea-n3rmph's form 
Rose hgbtly o'er the tide. 
And, — ^seizing Ronald,— instantly 
She bore him, downward, through the*sea. 

I wist not, by what secret charm. 
Or glamour-art, she gave 
A mortal, power, exempt from harm. 
To thread the darksome wave; 
But this I know — the Ear! and she, 
Through all the ocean flood 
Passed as secure and breathed as free 
As though on shore they stood; 
And on the sea bed's glittering^sand 
They walked, as light as on dry land. 

Earl Ronald, with amazement, eyed 
The wonders of the scene. 
And gazed upon his lovely guide 
Who seemed an Ocean-Queen; 
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And such she was — and as thay swept 

Along their liquid way^ 

Her ocean vassals crouched and leapt 

Around, in frolic play; 

As subjects in this upper sphere, 

Display their joy, when kings appear. 

Naiides and kelpies danced and sung 
In chorus, to the swell 
Of the deep, mellow notes which rung 
From the brisk triton's shell; 
And all old ocean's monster-brood, 
And all the countless tribes 
Of fish, that love his limpid flood 
Were sporting in its tides; 
Or, mid the coral's mimic groves 
Pursued their pleasures and their loves? 

The gay procession stayed, at lengthy 
Where — piled on many a rood 
Of chrystal xock — in massive strength 
An emerald palace stood; 
Whose folding doors, of diamond sheen, 
Self-turning opened wide, 
As toward them moved their peerlees queen, 
With Ronald at her side: 
They passed the portal avch, and soon 
Were seated in its rich saloon. 

And there th' immortal nymph began 
Earl Ronald's heart to prove 
By every wile, might tempt a man 
To bless fan: lady^s love; 
And, in a voice whose v»ied t<mes 
Came o'er him, like the song ( 9 ) 
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Of the sweet bird, who nightly moans 

Her unexampled wrong — 

She gave her passion to hb ears, 

And soothed his pride, and hushed his fearsv 

"Sir Earl!^ she said, "a virgin qaeeii) 
Enamored of your charm9, 
Has led you to these realms serene^ 
And wooes you to her arms: 
Requite my love, and for your boon 
Enjoy a queen's rewanl — 
My empire, youth's immcnrtal bloom^. 
My hand, and my regard; 
With every pleasure power can give, 
Or thought desire, or heart receive/' 

That sea-nymph was as £aiv and bright 
As ever female form 
Appeared, to even a lover's sight—- 
Her life-blood thrilled as warm, 
Her snowy bosom heaved as quick, 
The mantling blushes played 
O'er her smooth skin, as bright and thick 
As in a mortal maid; 
As thus her amorous suit she pressed 
And clasped Earl Ronald to her breast 

Short spa<£ sat Ronald, sore perplexed; 
Till, o'er his troubled soul, 
Like oil o'er ocean tempest-vexed, 
Selma's loved image stole — 
Then answered: "Were my heart as fre^ 
, As idle winds, that fly 
An purposeless, o'er ecath and sea. 
Thy suit I would deny: 
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'Twere folly, sure, for man, like me^ 
To wed with a divinity. 

But all my love and faith are due 
To one, of mortal race, 
With form as faultless, soul as true 
As e'er did goddess grace: 
^or — ^to be ocean's lord and live 
In'youth's perennial spring; 
Nor for the joys which wealth can give 
Or power, or beauty bring 
To heart which hath its trust betrayed. 
Would I desert this earthly maid." 

" 'Tis well!"— rejoined the slighted queen; 
Nor waited further parle, 
But called a mental of her train 
And — pointing to the Earl, 
^^Take back to earth that wretch!" she said, 
**Unworthy of my care. 
And let him wed the mortal maid 
He deems so passing fair:" 
Then, to herself — ^'^he soon shall prove ( 10 ) 
What 'tis to slight a mer-queen's loVe!" 

Ronald to upper air returned, * 

Flew, on love's wings, to greet 
The fair, for whom his bosom burned^ 
And throw him at her feet; 
He saw her; but how lost, how changed 
From the high, peerless dame 
His Selma was/ — how much estranged^ 
How little like the same 
Gay nymph, all beauty and all life. 
He loved— and thought to make his wife! 
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She met him with an idiot stare 
Of vacancy*— which showed 
Her reason fled, and all the fair 
Bright intellect^ which glowed 
So lovely, once, through those dear eyes, 
Kow darkened and defaced 
By mental mbts — ^as summer skies 
By clouds are overcast: 
Nor word, nor look, nor action proved 
That Ronald she e'er knew or loved. 

Some evil eye, her friends believed, 
Had looked upon the maid; 
Ronald alone was not deceived. 
Yet ne'er the truth betrayed: 
He watched her, with a brother's care, 
While living; when she died. 
He decked her with a garland rare 
And stretched him by her side: 
'^Selma! I'll claim thee even in death!" 
^ He said — then yielded up his breath* 



No plaudits rose,hb lay to greet. 
When the young bard resumed hb seat; 
Bht every eye and ear, intent 
To listen and td see, was bent 
To catch, from others, word or sign, 
Might mid its owner to divine 
The public feelingi — ^by its tone 
To school and regulate hb own. 

The monarch marked the general pause 
Of hesitation — knew its cause 
And scorned it; but, with ready art, 
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Disguised the feeliogs of his hearty 
And smiling bade a herald bear 
A crown of laurel, fresh and fair^ 
And place it as a well earned meed| 
Upon the youthful poet's head. 
The fickle throng, thus prompted, praise 
With one accord^ the nunstrel's lays 
And join to crown bim with the bays. 

'Twasnow the hour, unholy spell ( 11 ) 
Has deadliest power-^--as poets tell: 
The parUng bowl was drained, and fast 
The parting salutation passed 
'Twixt king and noble, as they rose 
And hurf led to their brief repose: 
Brief it must be; for morning's dawn 
Shall see them on the dewy lawn. 
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Slowly, through vapors, morning's blusk 
The orient skj b^n to flush 
With those faint tints of bashful light, 
That peep upon retiring night, 
Like some coy maiden — throur^h the shade 
Of the slight screen her veil has made — 
Stealing a timid glance at one 
She loves — but hopes her love unknown. 
The lazy mist, on dale and hill 
And copse and glade, hung dense and chill; 
But the soft sky, that e'er it lay, 
<jave promise of a lovely day^ 
And through the balmy air — scarce stured 
By even zephyr's breath — was heard. 
From lofty tree and lowly bush, 
The matin song of lark and thrush 
And friendly robin, floating free 
in pure but artless melody. 

Already had thy rushing tide, 
Ohio, felt the prows which bore 
The chivalry of Scania, glide 
In triumph to thy northern shore: 
And marshalled 'mid the pathless wood 
That waved above its brink, they stood. 
Ranged by hb side, each gallant steed 
Was ready, at his rider's need. 
To scour, with footing fleet and sure. 
Mountain and dell, upland and moor; 
And scarce with tightened bit and rtan, 
D 
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His ardor could the groom restrain, 

As, glorying in the sylvan race. 

He panted for the coining chase. 

The eager hounds, who snuffed the trail 

Of game, upon the lagging gale; 

By short, impatient cries, confessed 

Their joy — as on the leash they pressed, 

And gained the van of the array. 

And listened fw the "Hark, awayl" 

Whose well known sound should speed and cheer 

Them on their long but loved career. 

"Gallants, to horse!" the monarch said; 
And, as he spoke, the chase he led 
Upon a steed of coal-black hue; 
Whose proud curvet, the morning dew 
From bending plant and dancing spray, 
Dashed, in a mimic shower away — 
As forth he darted, free and light 
And rapid as an arrow's flight. 
The ready nobles caught the word, 
And, vaulting to their saddles, spurred 
Their willing coursers o'er the plain. 
With heartening shout and loosened rein 
And bugle-blast, that, sharp and high, 
Was answered by the opening cry 
Of the full pack; as fresh and fast. 
Before the headmost steeds they passed, 
And waked the deep-mouthed notes, so dear 
To Sylvan sportsman'^ partial ear. 

As northward swept the hunt, the bruit 
And turmoil of the fierce pursuit 
Reached the sly panther, in his lair, 
And chafed and roused tlie sluggard bear. 
The stately elk had h<eard the cr}-, ^ 
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And couched his horns and turned to fly 

To the far shelter of the brake, 

Which borders Huron's marsh-bound lake; 

And wolf and (ox and moose and roe 

And clumsy, uncouth buffalo 

Fled, as they caught those sounds of fear, 

Nor waited till the chase drew near: 

E'en the huge mammoth, half afraid^ 

Slowly retired, with measured tread 

And oft retorted eye — as tho' 

He feared to stay, yet scorned to go. 

Thus onward, through the deepening wood, 
Toiled the pursuers and pursued; 
And many a forfeit brush was paid, 
And many a sportsman's gory blade 
Proclaimed the slaughter he had made: 
Ere yet the sun with noon-tide ray 
Looked downward, on their devious way. 

Those woodland haunts since time began 
Till then, were unexplored by man: 
Save ^hen the tawny Indian strayed 
In silence through their twilight shade; 
Stealing along his trackless way 
To seek his foe, or snare his prey. 

Nature's untutored child! hpw few, 
How simple, w^re the wants he knew! 
Adam's own fig-leaf had attired 
His body, more than he desired. 
While summer lent its genial glow; 
And when December's frost and snow 
Whitened the earth and chilled the blood,. 
The beasts, tl^t were his daily food. 
Lent their soft fur, his limbs to fold 
And screen him from the winter's cold* 
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Of feeling — served but to inspire 

His scom^ that his tormentors' want of skilK 

Could make them execute their wish so ill. 

And was it pride, which nerved his hearty - 
Thus gloriously to act his part 
In such remorseless tragedy? 
Yes; it was pride^-that noble pride 
Of the free soul, which has allied 
Frail mortals to divinity: 
Which led Leonidas to brave, 
For freedom's sake, a timeless grave^i 
Made Hampden scorn to live a slave 
And WaUacc bleed for liberty: 
And — quenchless still, and still the same^— ^ 
Warms, with its pure and patriot flame, 
Columbia's Ugh-souled yeomanry. 

Such was the Indian; such his soul, 
His fixed impatience of control 
And marked contempt of life, if bought 
By recreant deed, or word, or thought;^ 
And such the pristine life he led 
In those deep woods-^by human tread 
. Save his, unvexed; till thither came 
Those Scanian chiefs, in quest of game. 

Blandly the blushis^ star of even 
Smiled, through the deep, blue vault of heayeh^ 
And the last, lingering beams of day 
Scarce glimmered on his arduous way; 
When Gondibert his courser stayed * 

Where, babbling through its length of shade^ 
Half hid by copse, a pebbly brook ^ 

Its short, meandering progress took; 
Fit place for jaded man or horse 
' To rest hlmy after weary course- 
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A signal-note the monarch blew; 
Its waraing blast his nobles knew, 
And gladly, at the welcome sound,* 
Reined in their steeds and gathered round: 
For, sore by sportive toil oppressed, 
Much they required both food and rest. 
Short was the task, with ready blade. 
To shred the sapling boughs, that made 
Slight conch for hunter^s hardy limb; 
And shorter still, to wake and trim 
The genial flame, whose glow and flare 
Must light their feast and cook their fare. 
Nor long, with culinary art. 
They played the housewife's busy part; 
Nor long did Epicurean zeal 
Detain them, at their simple raealr 
For still, to hunger's eager zest, 
The readiest viands are the best. 

Blessed exercise! whose geflial glbw 
Gives ease its value, life its flow. 
Lends peasant's brawny arm its might. 
His body, health and appetite. 
And softer than the sluggard's down 
Makes his rude couch, with rushes strowni 
How dull, without thy quickenmg powers, 
Were pleasure's most ecstactic hours; 
How vapid, to the loathing taste. 
The choicest dainties of the feast! 
Heaven— when for Adam's fault it shed ( 3 ) 
A penance on his guilty head — 
Mingled a blessing with the curse, 
Which rifled it of half its force* 

Supper despatched, each gallant steed 
Secured, and well supplied with feed, 
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And, with fresh fuel from the wood, 
The lessening fire's red blaze made good; 
Around it, grouped in social ring, 
Sat Scania's nobles, prince and king; 
With tales, of goblin, sprite and fay, 
Chasing the tedious hours away. 

As their wild legends they rehearsecl, 
Much idle chat was interspersed 
Of lucky and unlucky days. 
And omens, that in various ways 
Portend, to eye of gifted seer. 
What good or ill is lurking near; 
And how in dreams is typified 
What the dreamer shall betide. 

Ruric — who little caired to know 
To-morrow's lot, of weal or woe. 
And scorned the worse than idle lore 
Which on futurity would pore. 
To spell the characters of fear 
Or hope, which fate had written theie — 
Said, with a smile: "Ye seers! who deem 
An augury, each shapeless dream; 
Tell me to what dark page of fate 
My last night's vision should relate!" 

RURIC'S DREAM. 

The fumes of wine, with aching head, 
dad stretched me on my lonely bed; 
And sleep, oft broken by the smart 
Of fevered nature's restl^ start, 
BroOght in her train, as oft she brings, 
Those wildered, wild imaginings 
Which moody fancy joys to point, 
Thus freed fxom reasim's kind restraint 
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In a retired but lovely glade, 

Whose mellowed light and softened shade 

Their mild and mingling influence stole 

Like heavenly breathings o'er my soul, 

I seemed to stray: the whispering gale — 

Fond as impassioned lover's tale, 

And redolent with balmy dew 

From nectared flowers which round me grew— ^ 

Hung, lingering, o'er the blest retreat, 

As loth to leave a haunt so sweet 
A fawn, the fairest of its kind. 

Securely, near its dam, reclined 

Beneath the solitary shade, 

By an old elm's dense foliage made. 

I saw; and, glad as simple boy 
At sight of unexpected toy, 
Crept where the tender yeanling lay 
And bore it in my arms away — 
Regardless of its moan, 
And heedless of the piteous cry 
Which marked the mother's agony 
For her loved ofispring gone. 

I reached the palace with ray prize; 
But still the dam, with plaintive cries 
Upon my foot-steps hung. 

And seemed to ask the gods to ban ' ^ 

With their worst plagues, the impious man 
Who robbed her of her young. 

Enraged, that thus a senseless brute 
Presumed to ui^e unwelcome suit; ^ 

I drew, I launched a vengeful dart: 
And with such rash, precipitous force, 
Such deadly aim, I nerved its course. 
It trembled in my victim's heart. 
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When we're mounted^ huzza! over up-land and moor 
How we % — like the thistle-down, sped by the wind; 
We have pleasure in view, we have hope for our lure, 
And we leave wrinkled care, with our dwellings behind: 
As we go, rosy health quickly joins in the race 
And contributes her zest to-— the joys of the chass. 

The gods — legends tell us^- on pastime intent, 
Once descended to earth, in pursuit of their aim; 
And, to test mortal pleasures, a hunting they went, 
And returned to the skies well replenished with game: 
Odin, pleased with the frolic, decreed the first place 
Among all earthly joys, to— the joys op the chase. 

O'er each sad chieftain's soul and ear, 
The mellow notes of that young page 
Came like a charm, to soothe his fear: 
Such power hath music to assuage * 
The passions, and the heart to cheer. 

When morning woke on hill and plain, 
Mounted those gallant chiefs again, 
And blithely, through the echoing wood, 
Men, steeds and hounds the hunt renewed. 
The pack's full cry, the peal rung out 
From merry bugles, and the shout 
That rose from all the hastening rout, 
As on the breeze they came; 
From broken rest and vigil drear, 
To bootless toil and fierce career 
Soon roused the startled game: 
And onward, onward still they go; 
Like the dark tide whose ceaseless flow 
Bears — and has borne since life began—* 
On its broad bosom, ^^to the sea 
Of faAomless eternity," 
The hopes, the fear^, ih e race of man. 
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With twenty knights, his chosen train, 
Ruric, that morn, forsook the rest; 
And, eastward bending, o'er the plain 
Their fiery-mettled steeds thej^ pressed: 
kerned, as those bounduig coursers won ( 5 ) 
Their headlong way 50 gallantly; 
Each rider and his steed were one, 
And fable a reality. 

A dingle, fringed with brush-wood, lay 
' Deepening and dark, athwart their way; 
Whose oozy bed and tangled screen 
Of pliant osiers, alders green 
And tufted sumac, seemed to bar 
The progress of the sylvan war. 
A moment's halt, reluctant, made 
That young, impatient cavalcade; 
A moment breathed their steeds, and then 
Daslied them adown the steepy glen 
And swept, in close array, perforce, 
Across its brake-encumbered course. 
As, laborinfi^up th' opposing side, 
They slowly wound the copse among 
Which beetling o'er their pathwa hung; 
A stately elk those nobles spied — 

From his warm lair, beneath the shade 

The friendly glen's soft foliage made, 
I Rising with light and vigorous bound, 

While, on the view, each eager hound 

Yelled, with redoubling cry: 

Instant each horseman spurred his steed; 

Instant the elk to utmost speed 

Urged his firm nerves, for very need 

To wia the race, or die. 

* D 
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When through the dark, blue firmament 
The sun his first warm blushes sent, 
He saw the chase begun; 
But midway through the vault of hearen 
His glowing chariot-wheels were driven, 
Ere, half, that race was won. 
Then— nearing to the leafy shores 
Where dark, majestic Wabash pours, 
Wide rolling through his native wood 
In sullen gloom, his giant flood — 
Men, steeds and hounds, o'erspent and soiledi 
With unavailing labor, toiled 
Along their hopeless way; 
For still, as far the course he led, 
The elk's light bound and vigorous tread, 
No lassitude betray. 

It chanced, on that autumnal morn. 
When first the blast of bugle-horn 
O'er those wild shores and forests deep. 
Woke Echo from her lonely sleep; 
That, joying in the angler's sport. 
Young EscALALA left the court 
Of her stern sire; and choosing twain, 
The loveliest, from her female train — 
Reta, gay, nimble-footed maid, 
And fawn-eyed, bashful Arzilade— 
With them along the southern strand 
Of Wabash — guiding the light wand 
Which anglers use with skilful hand — 

She strayed; and from the limpid flood 

Gaily decoyed its finny brood. 

That Indian maid^than whom the sun 

Ne'er looked upon a lovelier one, 
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Among the dark brunettes that rove 
In Otaheite's isle of love — 
Was the beloved, o-er all the rest, 
Of the fair progeny which blessed 
Great Warredoiido, Chief and boast ( 6 ) 
Of the Algonquin's war-like host. 

What though the blush with deeper hue 
Flushed her young charms? it woke as true 
To sensibility; its glow 
Came with as warm as ready flow, 
As though its conscious mantlings played 
O'er the pale form of convent maid. 
What though impartial nature chose 
No lillies, mingled with the rose. 
To form the dusky tints, which lent 
Her visage their dark garnishment? 
Through her swart cheek and eloquent eyes, 
Her soul, unclouded by the guise 
Of that slight drapery, beamed as bright 
As the wild flash of magic light 
Which evening throws o'er arctic skies. 
And soul of more elastic power — 
More bland, more bright, in blissful hoiir^ 
More stern, relentless, undismayed, 
When danger roused or passion swayed-— 
i Ne'er found in male or female breast, 

Since time began, congenial rest. 
Though in her form you might not trace 
The nice proportion, or the grace, 
Which shone in love's all-beauteous queen, 
When erst by Trojan Paris seen; 
Yet such — so vigorous, yet so free — 
Such beauty twined with majesty, 
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Were chaste Diana's; when she came 
To Tempers vale, with quivered rfeed, 
Bent low, and hounds of heavenly breed, 
To rouse the sylvan game. 

Far from her wonted haunts, tfie maid, 
Intent upon her sport, had strayed, 
And wearied, turned to trace again 
Her homeward course across the plain; 
Just as the din^o wild and drear, 
Of that gay hunt — from hound and horn, 
On Echo's thousand voices borne — 
Burst on her unaccustomed ear. 

No fear that maid's firm bosom knew; 
But, trembling, her companions drew 
Close to her side, with anxious haste, 
As o'er them swept that fearful blast: 
Nor greater had their terror been, ( 7 ) 
If from his dark abodes, unseen, 
Offended Areskou had hurled 
Hb voice, in thunder, o'er the world. 

Short space had they for palsied fright^ 
And shorter still for needful flight: 
For scarce those chilling sounds were heard,. 
When, dashing through the copse, appeared 
Horsemen and hounds, in wide array, i 

Toiling along their weary way. 
jPlight then was idle; to abide 

Their coming, worse; unseen, to hide | 

Within some wild bower's friendly shades. 
The last, sad refuge of the maids. 
This Reta did, and Arzilade; 

But EscALALA, who obeyed j 

The impulse of a sterner mind,. 
T/mgered, a moment's space behind^ 
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With nicer ken to scan the hunt; 

Prompted perhaps — as maids are wont — 

By curiosity, to view 

Sight so enticing and so new. 
How often, in the little span 

Of fleeting life allowed to man, 

One moment's indiscretion throws 

O'er all his future life, the gloom 

Of unappeased regret, which knows 
No solace but the tomb: 

Casting, with heedless haste away. 
The peace which Dfe may ne'er repay! 

Thus was it then; for Ruric spied 
The maid, and to his comrades cried: 
^^Gallants! our chase is done: the brute 
That caused our long and fierce pursuit. 
May live till Odin's self be dead, 
Ere I toil more his Mood to shed. 
For see! to grace our sylvan spoils, 
Yon lovely doe awaits my toils: 
Upon her, lads! but harm her not; 
For fate has cast her happy lot, 
At Scania's royal court to shine 
My slave — perchance my concubine!^' -" 

Swift as the twinkling of an eye. 
They seized her; for she scorned to fly. 
Silent she stood: the dark, cold feeling 
Of nerveless desperation, stole 
Its icy torpor o'er her soul; 
With its unholy touch congealing 
E'en the short, sharp, instinctive cry 
Which nature prompts, in agony. 

One instant, and that feeling passed; 
It was too feminine^ to last 
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In such a bosom^ formed to be 
The very home of energy. 
But tears, of bitter ire and shame. 
Coursing each other's footsteps, came 
From her bright eyes, as fast and free 
As from some tempest-shaken tree 
The sallow leaves; when autumn's chiH 
Has nipt them, on the lonely hill. 
And though she scorned the clamorous flow 
Of words, which lightens common woe; 
Yet the high, ireful thoughts, which broke 
Through her expressive features, spoke 
More eloquently than the tongue, 
On which enraptured Athens hung; 
Denouncing vengeance deep and dread- 
Vengeance to(^eadly, dark and strong 
To retribute a human wrong — 
On each presumptuous mortal's head^ 
Who dared, thus boldly, to invade 
The freedom of an Indian maid. 

Little did Ruric ken or care 
If it were vengeance or despair 
Which flushed her cheek, and lent her eye 
That glance, so haughty, fierce and high. 
He saw, indeed, her deep distress; , 
But then he saw her loveliness^ 
And pity and compassion strove 
In vain, with pride, desire and lovcw 

Securely on his steed, he placed 
The maid; and with his ready train, 
Through the dark forest, lightly traced 
His homeward way, along the plain. 

EI^D OF CANTO SECOND. 
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CANTO THIRD. 

Near the umbrageous, fair retreat 
Where Wabash and Ohio meet— 
Wide-spreading to the sunny ray- 
Its verdant lawn — a prairie lay; 
Whose rank grass, waving td the wind 
In unrepressed luxuriance — twined 
With fern and blushing wild-flowers — made 
A mimic forest; in whose shade, 
Delighted with its leafy screen. 
Deep, silent haunts, and bowers of green, 
The feathered songsters of the grove 
Warbled their notes of joy and love. 

Central amid this wilderness 
Of nature's dainties, this excess 
Of vegetable fragrance, stood 
A dark and venerable wood; 
Whose depths of cypress, mixed with pines. 
And canopied with arching vines, 
Seemed like some hallowed hermitage 
By nature reared; where sainted sage 
Might find a home which taste approved 
And musing contemplation loved. 

There — studious still, as well became 
A chief, of such unsullied fame 
That e'en his peaceful home should be 
A pattern of security — 
Had Warredondo fixed the seat 
Of empire; that obsciire retreat 
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He chose to honor with his court; 
And thither, when affairs of state 
Required decision or debate, 
Algonquin sachems would resort 
To light their council fires and hold 
Communion: there his warriors bold, 
A braver and a hardier host 
Than haughty Rome could ever boast, 
Assembled; with that willing zeal, 
That martial pride, that purpose high, 
Stainless to live and fearless die, 
Which only free-born bosoms feel. 

O, ^tis a godlike task, to be 
The leader of the brave and free! 
To be elected by the voice 
Of equals, to assume the sway * 
O'er equals, whose free wills obey 
The man of their unbiassed choice; 
Is worth ten thousand blood stained thrones 
Of tyrants — purchased with the groans 
Of dying subjects, and retained 
By baseness, as by terror gained. 
And Warredondo — when he stood 
Amid that dark embowering wood, 
The chosen leader of the throng 
Of daring hearts and willing hands 
That swept its cherished haunts among 
And panted for his high commands — 
Was nobler far, in reason's eye, 
And worthier of hb dignity, 
Than Ammon's self-created son. 
The ma£l-brained king of Macedon; 
When — ^like a d«mon in his wrath. 
With curses^clustering round his path — 



V 
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He Strode, with bloody flag unfurled, 

Triumphant o'er a prostrate world. 

For though his active mind controlled 

A nation, numerous, fierce and bold; 

Matchless in war, and in the chase, 

The pride and pattern of their race: 

Not his the dark, relentless sway 

Which tyraiAs use, and slaves obey; 

But that paternal care, which binds 

Its firmest links round grateful minds, 

Ruling the willing and the free 

Like some well-ordered family. 

'Twas now the hour when twilight stole 
Its shadows over earth and sky — 
Soft as elysian dreams that fly, 
In slumber, o'er the guiltless soul, 
And near the margin of the wood 
In silence, Warrcdondo stood; 
Musing upon the transient gleams 
Of glory, which the sky discloses. 
When in the west the sun reposes; 
As bright, as fleeting as the beams 
Which memory flings o'er some fair scene 
Of happier days, where bliss has been. 
For still it was his soul's delight. 
At evening's pensive hour, to gaze 
Upon the sun's last, lingering rays. 
And hail the clustering orbs, that — bright 
As Hope's first blushes — take their station 
In the dark sky; as at creation. 

Beside him was the Chief, whose sway 
Controlled the war-like Chippeway, 
Young Teondetha; from the shoresi- 
Of Iroquois — whose waters sweep 
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In thunder, down the awful steep, 
Where old Niagara's cataract roars. 

Thither, from his far distant home, 
Had the young, gallant chieftain come, 
To woo, in those delightful shades, 
The pride of Alogonquin maids. 

He sped as gallant lover should, 
Who long and tenderly has wooed; 
And even now his day-dreams roam 
To blissful hours he soon shall see. 
When to his much loved, native home, 
With EscAL ALA, joyfully 
He shall return, to rove again 
O'er Chippewa's elysian plain. 
E'en now, he chides the long delay 
Of that dear maid, and deems her stay, 
So long protracted, but the art 
Of female coquetry, to prove 
By feigned indifference, the heart 
Of one whom slie delights to love. 



Hark! — heard he not a female tread, 
Elastic as the step of fairy 
That from pursuing satyr fled. 
Light-bounding through the dusky prairie? 
He did: and as he bent, all ear. 
Those scarce perceptible sounds to hear; 
The light firm step came li^ar — and nearer; 
Its quick, soft echoes, clear — and clearer: 
Until he plainly might descry 
A female form, which seemed to fly 
In terror, o'er the tangled mead. 
With more than mortal strength and speed. 
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Twas Reta, broken-hearted maid^ 
Who, far outstripping Arzilade, 
Came, with fleet foot and eloquent tongue, 
To tell of Escalala's wrong. 

There is a bliss, to mortals given, 
So like th' ineffable bliss of heaven. 
It varies only in degree 
Of strength — the same in purity; 
As the bright, playful spark, which leaps 
From some electric battery. 
Is God's own lightning—^when it sweeps 
The clouds in native majesty. 
It is the bliss a lover feels. 
When one for whom his bosom burns 
With chaste desire, his love returns. 
And, blushing, half reluctant, seals 
With her consent, his fond request, 
To make her his, and make him blest. 
Such was the bliss, that morning, felt < 
By Teondetha; when he knelt 
To EscALALA and preferred 
The suit which she with favor heard. 
And promised him, to-morrow '« sun 
Should see entwined in wedlock's bands. 
With solemn rites, the williag hands 
Of those whose hearts had long been one. 

There is a grief, whose withering spell 
Might add a pang, unknown before, 
To the fierce pains Vhlch goad and gore 
The spirits of the damned, in hell. 
It is the grief whose sudden gloom 
Comes, like the blast of the simoom, 
Unlooked for, deadly, to destroy 
Hope, in the very, liour of joy; 
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To ring the knell of new-born pleasure, / 
Just when we've learned to prize the treasure. 
Such was the pitiless grief, whose smart 
Fevered the brain and wrung the heart 
Of the young Chief; when Reta came, 
And told her tale of wrong and shame. 
He groaned not, wept not, spoke no word 
Of pain or pity; when he heard 
Those withering sounds: his very breath 
Seemed frozen — as the bolt of death 
Had struck him suddenly, and left him there, 
A monument of hopeless, cold despair. 

But when the first keen agony 
Of grief was past, and nature strove, 
Assisted by all-powerful love. 
To rouse him from his lethargy; 
He seemed, as one new-waked woidd seem 
Out of long trance, or frightful dream; 
With all tlie shuddering consciousness 
That some appalling grief was nigh. 
Some deep but undefined distress. 
Which came — he knew not how, nor why. 
The cool soft dews of evening shed 
Their moisture on his burning head. 
As if to quench the ra^^ingpain 
That glowed aqd maddened in his brain; 
The night wind, as it swept the lea, 
Lingered, as if from sympathy, 
To lend his bosom, ere it passed 
The balm of its refi-eshing blast; 
In vain: he neither felt the dew. 
Nor heeded that the night wind blew. 

The bow that's bent by fiercest toil. 
With fiercest vigor will recoi^ 
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And minds, that with oppressing woe 

Strive long and yield reluctantly, 

Rebound, like the elastic bow, 

With all their native energy. 

For nature still, with guardian care — 

To check the inroads of despair 

In minds o'er-wrought, but undismayed — 

Calls up some. master-passion's aid, 

To rouse them, from the doubtful strife,] 

To renovated health and life. 

Thus, when returning reason stole 
Resistless o'er the troubled soul 
Of Teondetha — with the change * 

Came wounded pride and fierce revenge, 
And buoyant hope, and love of fame 
And noble daruig — mixed with shame 
That e'en the pang of sudden grief 
Could thus unman an Indian Chief. 

Light as the joyful spirit springs 
To heaven, on faith's triumphant wings, 
When the last, mortal agony 
From this dull earth has set her free; 

• So lightly, from the trance which flung 
Its gloom around, his spirit sprung 

• To meet the young but heavenly gueist 
Which hope created in his breast: 
Strong as the never-dying zeal 
For truth, which Christian martyrs feel 
When at the burning stake; so strong ( 1 ) 
Were the indignant thoughts, that fired 
His glowing bosom, and inspired 
Revenge for Escalala's wrong. 
Impatiently as heirs await 
The hour which gives them their estate^ 

E 
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Waited the Chief, till morning's ra^ 
Should light him on his purposed way: 
Then called his band — a chosen few, 
Warriors unblemished, tried and true; 
Who often in their native land. 
Beneath his eye, at his command. 
Had fronted death with steadfast look, 
However dread xhe form he took. 
And still, in sport or battle-field, 
The massive war-club's weight could wield 
As lightly, as the fencer's hand 
Directs the well accustomed brand. 
Jl^marshalled them with ready art, 
^ne moment, from the file apart, 
His manly knee with reverence bent 
And from his inmost bosom sent 
To Areskou his orison; 
Then, with young Reta by his side. 
His path- way through the wood to guide, 
With firm, fleet step, he led them on. 

When past the prairie wound the^train, 
The way was long, unvaried, dark; 
No friendly beacon rose, to mark 
The force of that wide-spreading plain: 
n^'was still the same flat surface, spread 
With foliage which the forest shed. 
But readily as hound can trace ( 2 ) 
The trail of game, in green- wood chase; 
So readily the maid pursued. 
Through th' unvarying, pathless vood. 
The slight and scarce perceptible tread, 
Which marked the course she lately fled: 
Nor staid, till near the friendly bower 
She stood, which in a trying hour, 
Had sheltered her from Ruric's power. 
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There — in bruised herbage, trampled ground 
And thick, dishevelled leaves around — 
Brave Teondetha well might scan 
The footsteps both of horse and man, 
And n^rk the trace of Ruric's band, 
Heturning to the Scanian land. 

I will not do the Chief such wrong, 
As to attempt, in feeble song, 
Description of the hurried swell 
Of passions — fierce, and strong, and high — 
Which in his bosom rose and fell 
Like whirl-winds in a summer sky; 
When flashed his eye o'er the wild scene 
Where his unconscious foe had been. 
Reta dismissed, a moment given 
In silent orisons to heaven, 
He called his ready train; 
And — sudden as the bird of Jove 
Descends upon the timid dove — 
They dashed across the plain; 
Gliding along as lig^ht and still 
As ghosts upon a haunted hill. 

Ruric, mean-time, across the waste 
His course by easy stages traced; 
In very wantonness of play 
Whiliiig the lazy hours away 
With vain attempts to please the eyei 
And win the heart of his fair prize: 
Attempts, as vain as the commands ( 3 ) 
Of him who, on Southampton's sands, 
Charged ocean's billows not to wet 
The ground on which his feet were set. 
Unconscious- of the gathering storm — 
With heart which icorned the throb of fear, 
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Laughed at grim danger's distant form, 
And wooed it, when it threatened near — 
He deemed not that dr Indian maid, 
Howe'er insulted or betrayed, 
Either her kindred, friends or race 
Could feel affliction or dbgrace. 
Nor deemed he that a sense of wrong. 
However deadly, deep or strong, 
Could spirit them, in peril's spite. 
To dare, in mortal strife, the might 
Of e'en the meanest, peasant band 
Which herded in his native land; 
Much less, to brave the energy 
Of her selected chivalry. 

So light he held such cause of ^read. 
That where the low-browed shrubbery spread 
O'er the Big Saline's marshy bound, 
With his gay train his course he wound 
As carelessly, as though the bowers 
Which thickened round, so wild and dark, 
Were those that soothed his peaceful hours 
In his own, much frequented park. 
While thus along their dusky way 
. Sauntered the chiefs, in loose array — 
Sudden as bursts from cloud-wrapt skies 
The bolt of death- 
Was beard such hissing, in the air, 
As though ten thousand snakes were there^ 
With brandished tongues and fiery eyes 
And poisonous breath. 
'Twas loud and sharp, like wintry blast; 
But with such volleying speed it passed, 
That scarce the startled iear believed 
Its impulse; each uncertain knight 
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Deemed it some viewless insect-flight 

Which, with its hum, his sense deceived. - 

Again it hissed — again — a^ain! 

And Ruric's steed, with sudden bound, 

Plunged violently, as from pain 

Inflicted by some deadly wound; 

And Albert, from his lofty horse, 

Fell head-long down, a breathless corse. 

Then, well those gallant chieftains knew 
The shrill, familiar sound; 
It was no insect hum, that threw 
Such fearful warnings round; 
But arrow-flights, from twanging bows 
Of vigorous, but secret, foes. 

"Hdlt! — form!" the word was passed, obeyed; 
Soon was such active band arrayed, 
And flashing bright, each battle-blade 
Leaped lightly from its sheath; 
Each dexter arm was quickly bared, 
Each throbbing heart beat high, prepared 
For victory or death. 
**Nqw comrades, on the covert foe! 
Stern be the dint and sure the blow 
Which makes such dark assassins know 
A Scanian warrior's energy" — 
Scarce from the prince the mandate fell 
When, from the shrubbery, rose a yell 
As wild, as though the fiends of hell 
Were howling there, in agony: 
And from the thicket burst, amain, 
Brave Teondetha and his train. 

As, in some troubled armlet of the sea, 
Tides meet with tides and strive for mastery; 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



5< ESCALALA. «ANT(| 

So met the chiefs: as some frail bark is riven, 

By fierce, opposing tides tumultuous driven; 

So failing clubs, and yielding brands 

Were shivered by the meeting bands. 

Man fronted man, as though the strife 

Were less for conquest than for life; 

And hatchets gleamed and war-clubs dashed. 

And hissing fcdchions fell and dashed. 

In horrid pag^sautry; 

From neighing steeds and clanging blows 

And shouts and groans of struggling foes, 

The rude and mingled din arose 

To heaven, fearfully. 
Fate held the scales of victory long 

In even poise above the throng; 

And many a panting warrior bled 

And many a gallant spirit fied 

In vain; the strife the living waged, 

Still with unbated fury raged, 

And fiercer still it rose. 

When, mid-way of the mingled band^ 

The rival lovers, hand to hand. 

Exchanged indignant blows: 

Then soon might boastful Ruric kno^ 

The bearing of no common foe, 

And deeply might he rue 

The rash, unfeeling deed, which sped 

So soon upon his guilty head, 

Vengeance so justly due. 

Beat back, borne down, his faithless brand 

Broken and useless, half his band 

Slain or disabled, and the rest 

By their yet vigorous fees expressed; 
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No longer Ruric might oppose 

Sure fence against his rivaFs blows, 

Nor longer shun his doom; 

The hand was raised, the arm was bent 

To urge the stroke, whose swift descent 

Must hurl him to the tomb. 

That fatal stroke was never given: 
While, trembling, >et in air it hung, 
Sudden as bursts the bolt of heaven, 
Forth from the darkling coppice sprung, 
On foaming steed, a gallant knight 
And, dashing through the raging fight 
Like panther on his prey; 
Full on brave Teondetha's head 
His keen, avenging sword he sped 
With such resistless sway, 
That when he raised his reeking blade, 
Life issued from the wound it made. 

That gallant knight was Aldobrand, 
And with him came a powerful band 
Of lords and Bobleshtgfa; 
Men who, in danger's troubled hour, 
Could front him and defy bis power, 
As calmly as, in lady's bower, 
They heard the west-wind sigh. 
That mom they had been sent in qiiest 
Of Ruric, by his sirens behest, 
And, chance-directed, joined the strife 
In time to save hb forfeit life. 

Their leader slain, out-numbered, pent 
By thronging foes, their vigor spent; 
Not long might Teondetha's band 
The fierce, unequal shock withstand: 
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It was a task too desperately great, 
For mortal prowess to contend with fate* 
Yet still no recreant sought to flee; 
E'en in that worst extremity, 
The meanest warrior would have thought 
Life and its joys too dearly bought. 
If purchased by the scorn and shame 
Which brand an Indian coward's name. 
Each fought while one remaining ray 
Of hope illumed his desperate way; 
Blithely as though the strife 
Were but a tourney, played in sport 
To pleasure some imperial court, 
And not a tug for life: 
When hope was gone, with one accord, 
Each rushed upon his foeman's sword, 
And died, as brave men ought to die, 
Without a terror or a sigh. 

Danger was past, the battle done; 
But victory was dearly won, 
And litde was the victor's boast 
Who, even-handed, had maintained 
The fight with loss of half his host, 
And saw, at last, the contest gained 
By such superior force of arms 
As robbed e'en victory of its charms. 

With sullen greeting, Ruric gave 
Slight thanks to his deliverers brave; 
Thanks, whose ungracious utterance showed 
He knew the gratitude he owed, 
Yet scarce could school his tongue to own 
A feeling, which his heart had known 
So rarely, that when now it came 
With wounded pride, regret, and shame, 
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Though each was an unwelcome gyest, 
It pained him more than all the rest. 

To the survivors of the band, 
The greeting o'er, he gave command 
To see the last, sad honors paid 
With reverence, to the Scanian dead. 

Rude was the funeral pile which haste, 
For the lamented brave, could rear; 
Undecked by trophies, and ungraced 
By woman's sigh, oi^ beauty's tear: 
And lowly, on that artless bed. 
The living placed the honored dead; 
Then lit the pyre: the ruddy flame 
O'er the fall'n warriors proudly rose, 
Bright and unsullied as their fame, 
Fierce as their vengeance on their foes: 
And round it circling, hand in hand, 
* Moved mournfully the friendly band; 
Raising, with solemn notes arid slow. 
The wild, but plaintive dirge of woe. 



LAMENT FOR THE DEAD. 

Rest! heroes, rest! your race is run, 
Your toil is o'er, your task is done; 
Though low you are lying, fame gladly shall tell 
How fiercely you fought, and how nobly you fell, 
And ages unborn shall be proud to inherit 
The honors acquired by your valor and merit: 
In Odin's hall, with the brave and the free, ( 4 ) 
Feast and repose, to eternity! 
Rest! heroes, rest! though friends may mourn 
Life's brittle thread untimely shorn; 
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Though worth when departed, will waken the sigh 
Of regret for its loss: yet thv; brave never die: 
They but go from the earth to their native abodes; 
From sojourning with men, to reside with the gods 
In Odin's hall; where, happy and free, 
Tbey feast and repose, to eternity. 



As died, upon the lazy gale^ 
The last notes of the funeral wail; 
Mounted each chief — and fresh and fast, 
To merry trill of bugle blast. 
Spurred cheerfully the gallant band 
To greet again their native land. 



END OF CANTO THllSUB. 
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Twice has the sun, with roseate ray, 
Unbarred the golden gates of day, 
And twice, above the western wild, 
Shook from his locks the dew, and smiled; 
But yet no trace the scouts discover 
Of the falFn chief and hapless lover. 
Why comes he not? — by promise plight 
Before he armed him for the fight, 
Ere yester noon he should have been 
At Warredondo's court again. 
The third day dawns;' he comes not yet: 
But ere the cloudless sun has set. 
The breathless scouts returning, tell 
Where fought the chief, and how he fell. 

Then bursts the war-cry from the crowd; 
And growing clamors, wild and loud. 
Demand the fight; each warrior's breath 
Cries — "vengeance, for the chieftain's death, 
And for our friends, and for the maid, 
Decoyed, insulted, and betrayed!'* 

Sage Warredondo joyed to see 
The lightning flash of energy 
Which woke, to retribute his wrong. 
Spontaneous, mid the nameless throng, 
And spoke its feelings, fierce and high, 
In eac^ proud warriijr's sparkling eye: 
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And — by the bow his father bore, 
And by his father's bones — he swore 
That Scania's proudest heart should rue 
And pay the debt to vengeance due; 
Unless, unscathed and undefiled, 
They bore him back his darling child. 

"Now speed thee, speed, Tustunnuggee! ( l) 
Tell Scania's haughty king, from me; 
The wolf has howled, shall lap his blood. 
His limbs shall feed the vulture's brood; 
If, ere yon crescent orb doth wane, 
My child — .in maiden purity, 
Unharmed, and hale, and durance-free, 
Return not to my arms again." 

Thus spake the chief: like startled roe, 
Or arrow launched from twanging bow, 
O'er hijls and plains, dark, wild and drear, 
Tustunnuggee his fleet career 
Pursued; nor staid for fell or flood; 
Till at the Scanian court he stood. 

High on his throne, in royal state, 
The haughty king of Scania sate, 
With Ruric by his side; 
And looks of scorn and brows of gloom 
And nodding crest and dancing plume, 
Wide flashing round the ample room. 
The messenger descri<d. 
But, all unmoved as Calpe's rock 
By ocean — wave or tempest-shock, 
The sable chieftain marked the scene 
With glance unchanged and soul serene; 
As full before the king he strode 
And proudly, thus his bidding showed. 
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"Dread king! whose glory, like the peerless son, 
Dazzles each eye thy greatness beams upon, 
And ye, his nobles high and warriors brave, 
Bright and impetuous as the mountain wave; 
Attend!, ^tis Warredondo bids ye hear 
The thunder of his voice: incline a listening ear! 
When first the Spirit, whose pervading power 
Chilb in the blast, refreshes in the shower. 
Spread o'er the lap of earth the leafy woods 
And poured amid their shades his giant floods; 
He hung in air yon glorious orb of day- 
Then formed the Red-man of his finest clay 
And gave him, free, his native woods to roam, ( 2 ) 
The heavens his covering, and the earth his home. 

. Mountains have sunk and rose, the world hath shook 
With stiange convulsions, at his ireful look; 
Stars have forsook their proud abodes on high 
And rushed at random through the liquid sky; 
Ages on ages have forgotten rolled. 

And moons have waxed and waned, and suns grown old, — 
Since first, to soothe their cares and aid their wants. 
The Spirit gave our race these peaceful haunts. 

At length — heaved upward by the yawning sea, 
Moved with the breath of some bad deity — 
The White-men came, a small and feeble band, 
And sought a dwelling in our peaceful land. 
Our sires received them, in their wild abodes. 
And, blind to reason, deemed them like the gods; 
Taught thera where, hidden in the bounteous earth, 
The yellow dust they worshipped, had its birth; 
Taught them each recess where the red deer strays, ( 3 ) 
To tame the mammoth, and to rear the maize; 
And gave them, unannoyed, amid our plains 
To dwell in peace, and share oar wide domains. 
F 
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Benumbed with wiqtry frosts and chilled with cold. 
Slow crawls the yiper from his loathsome hold, 
When genial spring returns; deep in its sheath 
Each poisonous fang lies hid, nor threatens death 
To passing hunter — who the reptile's head 
Might crush, innocuous with his manly tread. 
But spared, tJU round him swarms his hateful brood 
And summer suns have fired their angry blood; 
Erect, with shining crests, they glitter round. 
Beset the path, and point the venomed wound 
With sudden stealth, in most ungrateful strife, 
At him whose clemency had lent them life — 
Ye vipers! thus your sires received our aid; 
And thus our clemency have ye repaid. 

Forbearance argues caution; but, 'tis clear, 
E'en long forbearance is not always fear: 
And if the pipe of peace we proffered still. 
Returning boons for bans, and good for ill; 
If, loth to raise the hatchet, we have borne 
Liong years of insult, injury and scqrn; 
'Twas not that Indian warriors feared the migh 
Of Scania's proudest, in the equal fight; 
Nor that our souls brook unrequited wrong — 
Our hearts are valiant and our hands are strong, 
And ye have felt already, to your cost. 
Our strength and prowess are no empty bipast: 
Yes; know, proud monarch, and ye chieftains! know, 
Ye tempt the vengeance of no feeble foe. 

Man smiles secure, if in the troubled sky 
Far off, the thunders howl, the lightnings fly; 
But, borne upon the fury of the blast. 
When o^er his head the tempest bursts, at last, 
'Tis not the light screen of the myrtle bower 
C^an shield him from the thunder or the shower. 
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And YE may smile, and scoff — perchance ye deem 
These threats, the ravings of a maniac's dream: 
But if we raise the war-cry through, the land 
And wake the slumbering tribes, to aid our band; 
We light a flame which not Ohio's flood 
Can quench or stay — till it be slaked in blood. 
Oh, then, be wise! avoid, while yet ye ma\', 
The evils which beset your froward way; 
Safe and unharmed, secure and undefiled, 
Send to a parent's arms his stolen child; 
And yield such meet atonement for the wrongs 
Your violence has wrought, as well belongs 
To upright minds, with willing hearts, to give 
And gallant spirits may, unstained, receive: 
Do this, and gladly shall our discords cease — 
The hatchet still unreared, unbroke the chain of peace." 

He ended; and, with bitter taunts. 
Him Ruric answered: 

"Spare thy vaunts 
For those who heed them: Scania's lords 
Contend not, in a war of words. 
Spare too, the fabled tale, which claims •» 
For you and your uncultured line, 
To lord it o'er these wide domains 
Exclusively,by right divine. 

Our valiant sires, in ages past, 
Sought and secured this savage waste; 
Known only,lhen, to beasts of prey, 
Or men as unreclaimed as they. 
From sire to son transmitted down, 
These smiling plains are now our own; 
And we, their heirs, by dint of glave 
Will hold the herhage they gave, 
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Though myriads of thy savage bands 
Should join to wrest it from our hands. 

As for the rest;^ return, in brief, 
And tell thy rude, unmannered Chief; 
We value not his love or hate — 
And for his rash and boastful threat; 
nrhe but harm the meanest hind 
That claims our lineage^ kin or kind, 
We'll harry every glen and glade 
Which lends an Indian hut its shade: 
This is thy answer; let it be 
Thy boon. The maid remains with me/^ 

Calm stood the sable chief: his eye 
Alone was eloquent; his tongue 
To speech so rude disdained reply. 
Between his sinewy hands he crushed ( 4 ) 
The pipe ofpeace^ and proudly flung 
Its fragments on the floor, and rushed 
Dark-frowning, from the hostile dome, 
To seek again his peaceful home. 

His home — what matchless joy and bliss^ 
Dwell in that simple name! 
More priceless far than honor is, 
And lovelier still than fame — 
It had been peaceful; but the dove ( 5 ) 
Of peace is like the bird that roves 
In sultry India's spicy groves, 
Her native spheres above: 
And when she heard the startling cry 
Of ruthless war, she soogbt the sky. 

He comes — around the council-fire, 
To hear his words, the chiefs repair: 
The tribe is summoned — son and sire, ( 6 ^ 
Age, manhood, youth, and infoncy, 
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In order seated silently, 

Are congregated there. 

Few words suffice his tale to tell: 

It closes; and the mingled yell 

Of all the gathered throng, at once, 

Sends back their brief but dread response. 

The war-whoop's boding sound 
Rose fearfully and shrill: 
By echo's thousand voices, round, 
Wide wafted over dale and hill. 
It volleyed through the distant plairt, 
That pealed its thunders back again. 
The wolf aroused him from his den, 
Far northward, in the wildest glen 
On Simcoe's dreary shore; 
And, high o'er Alleghany's peak. 
The vulture heard, and trimmed his beak 
To feast on human gore. 
The runners, by their Chiefs command, ( 7 ) 
The war-club, tinged with fearful red, 
Reared high in air, a signal dread. 
And waved it through the land. 
It glanced amid the pathless wood 
That shadowed Susquehannah's flood; 
And down Ontario's wilds, afar, 
Told proudly of the coming war: 
On dark Missouri's turbid stream 
The countless tribes beheld it gleam, 
And blithely, for the field arrayed. 
Obedience to its summons paid. 

By its own gallant chieftains led forth to the fight, 
Each tribe musters proudly its numbers and might. 
And — like mountain streams rushing to mingle their foam 
In the dell's troubled bosom — all darkly they come; 
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While the watch-word of slaughter. 
As briskly they gather, 
is — aid, for the daughter,^ 
Revenge, for the father! 

Not unobserved by Scania^s king, 
The tempest plumed its dusky wing^ 
Nor, idly, Scanian prince or j^eer 
Awaited, till it hovered near; 
But roused them, with the martial zeal 
The patriot warrior joys to feel, 
When — called to shield his native land 
From foreign tyrant's ruthless sway — 
He sternly draws his vengeful brand 
And throws its useless sheath away. 

Each castle was guarded, from turret to moat. 
Each watch-tower resounded the bugle's wild note, 
The beacon's red blaze, like an ominous star. 
Waved broad, from each head-land, its signal of war^ 
And noble and peasant, all marching in order, 
Had girded their weapons and hied to the border. 

It was a lovely night, in June; 
And from the sky the peerless moon 
Looked forth at times, full-orbed and bright^ 
In all her glow of liquid light; 
At times — half shaded by the shroud 
Of some translucent, fleecy clo6d — 
Her chastened ray shone dimly through 
Its watery veil; with softened hue. 
That showed the landscape to the eye 
Less plainly, but of lovelier dye: 
As youthful pleasures — when the scFeen 
Of years hath cast its shades between 
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Our hearts and them — .in memory's beam 
But half revealed; more lovely seem, 
Than when their full fruition twined 
Its tendrils round the yielding mind. 
Far up the arctic cope of heaven, 
Now dimly seen, now wildly gleaming, 
In huge, fantastic masses driven, 
The northern lights were streaming; 
And fancy, in their changeful hue ( 8 ) 
Of ever-varying shades, might view 
Strange shapes— of mountain, wood and glen. 
And fiery steeds, and mail-clad men. 
And blood-stained banners — floating free 
In bright but awful pageantry. 

Entrenched upon an upland lawn. 
The Scanian legions lay — 
Twice thirty thousand souls, as true 
As e'er bent bow, or broadsword drew; 
All anxious that the morrow's dawn 
Should light them to the fray. 
For, long before the lingering sun 
Had veiled his glories — one by one 
Returning, from the trackless waste 
Which vanward spread, in breathless haste — 
The eager spies, o'er-spent and pale. 
Had told the spirit-stirring tale; 
That — filing through the marsh which spread 
I Hound the Big.Sandy's oozy bed — 

Painted from scalp to knee, 
A hundred thousand savage foes, 
f With war-clubs, tomahawks and bows, 

Were marching silently: 
And ere the night-fly's fitful lamp 
Was seen to glimmer through the swamp 
Which skirted eastward from the camp; 
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Their glowing WHtch-fires, bickering wide, 
Were planted on its farthest side. 

Thus, front to front, as evening closed, 
The hostile armies were opposed 
In fearful pause: the sleepless guard 
In changeful round, preserved its ward; 
And, slowly pacing to and fro. 
With hand on hilt or bended bow, 
The sentinel, in either host, ( 9 ) 
With wary eye, maintained his post; 
While — in brisk circuit wheeling^far, 
Vaunt-couriers of the thickening war — 
From sudden stealth to shield the whole, 
Moved the fleet scout and light patrol. 

How many eyes, this sleepless night. 
Gaze anxiously on high, 
To catch the first, faint blush of light 
Which day shall lend the sky; 
Whose lids that day's events must close 
In dreamless, measureless repose! 
How many hearts — with joy, or care. 
Or fear, or hope — are throbbing there; 
That, ere the coming day is o'er, 
Shall hope and fear and throb no more! 
O war! thy proudest joys resemble ^ 

The vehement and angry tides. 
Which rush down Eltna's glowing sides, 
When the volcano's fiery hiss, 
Resounding through each dark abyss. 
Has made her deep foundations tremble: 
Majestic, beautiful and bright. 
They roll before the dazzled sight 
In grandeur's wildest, loveliest dress; * 

But as their burning torrents flow, 



d by Google 



5A.3MTO 4. ESCALALA. 73 

They whelm the smiling vales below 
With desolation, death and woe; 
In all their forms of wretchedness. 

What mean that wild halloo 
And the shout and the yell, whose doubling dm 
Is rising, the savage camp within, 
And thrilling, the forest through; 
And the glimmer and flare of the torches' glow, 
As, eagerly hurrying to and fro, 
Confusedly the multitude come and go? 
The scouts, beyond the swampy dell, 
Have taken a Scanian sentinel; 
And proudly the allies prepare 
The captive to the stake to bear 
And offer him, a tribute due, 
In sacrifice to Areskou. 

He stands all helpless and forlorn. 
His hands are bound, his vestments shorn, 
The tortures are begun; 
Gaily the tawny chiefs parade. 
In long and gloomy files displayed — 
With a bow's-length space 
Between, for the race 
Which the hapless man must run. 
He runs — and with a thousand blows 
They goad and wound him, as he goes 
And vainly for compassion calls; 
' Till, dizzy with the maddening pain 
That thrills in every nerve and vein 
And darts its anguish through the brain, 
He reeling, faints, and fainting, falls. 
They raise him — and forbear awhile, 
Till reason reassumes her reign; 
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Then lead him to the blazing pile 

And ply their fiend-like task again. 

'Tis not the transient pang, which thrills 

And, while its throb convulses, kills, 

Shall set hb spirit free; 

But with slow tortures, from the heart 

The frenzied soul must lingering part 

In matchless agony. 

First, with a rudely sharpened stone, 

They slit his nose and lips, and round 

Each finger draw the circling wound 

And bare it to the bone;' 

Then, with their weapons harsh and dull 

They peel the scalp from the whitening scull, 

And strew the glowing embers o'er 

The ghastly gash, to stanch the gore. 

The suiSsrer writhes; with a maniac stare, 

Convufsedly his blood-shot eye-balls glare. 

And his soul-rending shrieks to the welkin go, 

Like the wail of a spirit in endless woe. 
Now swells the fierce, triumphant shout 

Of joy, from all the heartless rout, 

In wilder clamors; as they see 

And glory in his misery: 

"Behold!" they cry with scornful sneer, 

"This earth-born deity appear; 
Whose breath was to scatter our trembling host. 
As the gale wafts the leaves that are seared by the frost! 
Where are the lightnings, should flash from his eyes; 
And where are his thunders? — we hear but his cries: 
What ails him? — dreams he of vengeance deep? 
Waken him, Brothers! — the god's asleep!" 
Again they rouse him — and again. 

With more ingenious tortures, thrill 
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His blunjed nerves with livelier pain: 

For, thickly as the bristling quill 

Peeps from the hedgehog's rounded splne^ 

His swoll'n and quivering flesh they fill 

With splinters from the pine; 

And from its bubbling socket, pry ( 10 ) 

"With flaming brands^ each bursting eye. 

He reels, he sinks; a shuddering swell 

Of anguish inexpressible 

Shoots through his frame; a moment quiver 

His wasted limbs — then rest forever. 



*ND or CANTO FOURTH, 
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Briefly has fled the summer night, 
And brightly breaks the morning light 
Upon the eastern sky; in hue 
As lovely, to the raptured view 
Of those who hail its dawnmg, here, 
As land, to shipwrecked mariner. 

The bugle's note, the drum's alarms 
And the loud cry — ^'^to arms! to arms!" 
Have rousetf the slumbering, and prepared 
The waking, well tl^ camp to guard: 
For, through the swampy forest veering 
Now darkly seen, now disappearing 
Behind the shrubbery, dense and low, 
. Approaches fast the tawny foe — 
Urged by revenge for causeless wrong, 
In valor high, in numbers strong, 
Flushed with his revels, tameless, free. 
And confident of victory; 
And ere along the level lawn 
Whence Scania's warriors greet the dawn, 
Shall glance the first rays of the sun, 
The work of death will be begun. 

Briskly and lightfy wheeling round 
To scan the vantage of the ground , 
And, with due caution to arr#y 
Each legion for the battle-fray; 
From corps to corps, from post to post, 
Right, left and vanward of the host 
G 
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In Stern collectedness of heart, 

Like one long versed in war's black art, 

With heartening voice and volleying speed 

Bold Ruric spurs his gallant steed; 

Surveys each phalanx — guides, inspects 

Each untaught levy, and directs 

Each leader where his ranks must shine 

Amid the long extended line: 

While his keen glance and fearless soul 

Inspire and animate the. whole. 

So little like the heedless thing 

He had been, or had seemed to be — 

All reckless, thoughtless, wandering ^ 

'Twixt pleasure and vacuity — 

He now appears; the mind might well 

Believe the change a miracle, 

And inly deem — to see him there, 

With cloudless brow and dauntless air, 

Commanding, aiding, cheering, chiding, 

O'er all 8\lert, for all providing — 

That Thor, himself, in human guise 

Had veiled his godhead^ left the skies 

And joined the Scanian host, to be 

Their harbinger of victory. 

The line is forming: broad and bright^ 
Like meteors on the brow of night. 
As to the wind their light folds stream, 
Standards and banners o'er it gleam; 
And plumes and shields and helmets, glancing 
From mail-clad chiefs in hurried motion. 
Rise, sink and gloW| like bubbles dancing 
Upon the storm- vexed face of ocean. 

In front, and facing to the fosse 
O'er which the coming foe must cross-^ 
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Their left arms bare, and round the waist 

Their quivers, store4 with arrows, braced — 

Ready of eye and firm of hand, 

The light and active archers stand; 

Each with his bow of ample length, 

Well proved for vigor and for strength. 

And cloth-yard shafts — that to the heart 

May pierce, when from the string they part. 

Supporting these — with rearward sweep, 

In darkening columns, broad and deep — 

Fast to their posts wheel silently 

The close-ranked, veteran infantry. 

The sinews of the host — who bear 

The tug and burden of the war. 

When man to man bis might opposes 

In long and fierce and doubtful strife, 

And one or both must part with life 

Before the awful contest closes. 

Upon the wings form, prompt and free, 

The light and heavy cavalry; 
And the snort and the neigh of each bounding steed, 
As his rider is curbing his head-long speed. 
And the foam on the bit which he angrily champs. 
And the short, hollow moan of the ground, as he stamps: 
And spurns it impatiently — tell to the eye 
And the ear, he is conscious the battle is nigh; 
And pants for the moment when, loose from the rein, 
He shall rush on the flying and trample the slain. 
Stationed upon a grassy mound 

That towers above the battle-ground— » 

From the choice spirits of the land, 

The king, himself, a chosen band 

Heads, in the rear of the array; 

Thence o'er the fortune of the day 
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With wary eye to glance, and lead 
His succors where the fight shall need 
Their presence: he the rest confides 
To Ruric, who the battle guides. 

Hark! to the vaunting foe: he comes 
With boding deaih-song, shout and yeU-^ ( 1 ) 
By the loud clarions and the drums 
Of Scania'^ legions, answered well; 
And all as well shall answered be 
The onset of his archery. 
His long and gloomy files make good 
Their passage through the marshy wood 
And, o'er the margin of the lawn^ 
With hurried tread, come rushing on. 
They hah; they form: in thronging lines, ( 2 ) 
Their wild and dusky phalanx shines 
. In siavage grandeur — as in hell, 
When with the cunning arch-fiend fell 
The heavenly host, all darkly shone 
Lost angels, round the fallen One; 
And, ranged along the eastern border 
Of the deep moat, they bend their bows, 
And wait but Warredondo's order. 
To launch the death-shaft on their foes. 

A short but fearful pause. 
Of hesitation, hope and dread, 
Succeeds — as.totlie burnished head 
His shaft each bowman draws: ^ 

Hushed is the clarion's breath. 
And the drum's long peal, and the shout of deatli; 
And silence, almost palpable, 
Shfiids o'er each host so deep and full 
Her noiseless spell, that the pained ear 
Seems as if never move to hear. 
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Thus — ere the yawning earthquake burst 
To wheUn proud Lisbon in the dust. 
And o'er her fall the billows rushed — 
The very elements seemed hushed: ( 3 ) 
And thus— on Afric's deserts vast, 
Where darts the dark Sirocco's blast 
Its poison upon beast and man 
Through all the shuddering caravan; 
Ere sweeps the death-wind's fated sound, 
A horrid stillness breathes around. 



The word is given! — 
Hiss the barbed shafts, the bow-strings twang 
And dinted shields and bucklers clang 
And rmgs and rives the tempered mail, 
As pours the arrow-shower like hail. 
And— echoing up to heaven, — ^ 

Withering, and wild, and shrill, and fell, 
Bursts far and wide the savage yell; 
Thrilling upon the wildered ear ( 4 ) 
In tones as dissonant and drear; 
As when the winds and surges roar 
On chafed Superior's cliff-bound shore. 
Nor shrink the Scanians; fa^t and free, 
From all their fearless archery, 
With errless aim and hurtling might 
Wings back the viewless arrow-flight— 
Impetuous as the flashing levin 
By which the thunder stroke is driven, 
And ceaseless as the changeful motion 
Of warring waves, on the troubled ocean: 
And their answering shouts, that defy the stil^. 
And the sharp, shrill notes of the martial fife, 
6£ 
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And the sighs and the groans of the wounded and dying, 
Dashed to the earthy in their hearts-blood lyings 
And the bugle's trill^ and the drum's loud ratde^ 
Float, mingle and swell^ o'er the raging battle. 

While thus the vaft of either host 
Proudly maintains its dangerous post, 
And death, upon their weapon's wing^ 
Darts fast and far his venomed sting; 
The Scanian legions to surprize, 
A numerous band of the allies. 
Tried warriors, Warredondo heads 
And, by a rearward circuit, leads 
Them where, with banks abrupt and steep 
And fringed with copse, a dingle deep 
Joins to the Scanian trench, and twines 
Its sinuous shades along their lines. 
So fathomless and wild it lay. 
That to its depths the sunny ray 
Ne'er pierced: the dark and damp abod« 
Of noxious reptiles, snake and toad 
And bloated lizard; never trode 
By human footstep, and so full 
Of hateful things^ — so high and rrfe 
With peril to the climber's life. 
Its banks — 'twas deemed impassable; 
And therefore, by the Scanian powef 
Lies guardless, in this pec'lous hour. 
Like the ^§r, that steals, atlthe close of day. 
Through jun^e and brake,^ all silently, 
TUIhe darts, tvith abound and a yell on bis prey, 
And hurries it off, triumphantly; 
Thus, through the dingle, glide along 
With noiseless tread, the savage throng. 
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Through copse and sedge, through fen and briar 
And bog and pool and filth and mire, 
With labored progress, dark and slow 
And comfortless, they onward go; 
And upward from the oozy dale — 
Where scarce the mountain-cat could scale 
The dizzy steep— with hand and knee 
And foot, they struggle, fearlessly. 

Through toil and peril, part have gained 
The summit, and the rest attained 
So near it^ and their way so fair, 
That hope already deems them there; 
When Gondibert, whose eagle gaze 
The busy scene with care surveys^ . 
Descries them: soon the word is passed, 
And on them, ere they well can form 
To meet the unexpected storm, 
Comes pouring, fierce and fresh and fast, 
The stern, collected energy 
Of Scania's choicest chivalry. 
In haste— *but with the skilfiil band 
That marks the mighty mind, and order 
Such as the time permits — bis band 
Sage Warredondo, on the border 
Of the black gulf arrays; and cheers 
Their courage— for they have no fears^-* 
And leads them on: along the lines 
Of either host, the battle joins 
With mutual rage; in splinters driven, 
Shields, spears and clubs are rent and riven, 
And bloi;i[s are dealt, and IMe-blood streamings 
And swords and hatchets wildly gleaming; * 
And, grappling to the fearful slaughter, 
Man strives with man, tiU from the heaH 
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The last faint throbs of life depart, 

And neither gives nor asks for quarter. ( 5 ) 

Like Fate's dark angel, scattering death 
From his black wing and burning breath; ( 6 ) 
Where fiercest glows the gloomy fight, 
From rank to rank, from left to right, 
Brave Warredondo strides; and high 
Above the battle's fearful cry 
Is heard his voice: hb right hand wheels 
Aloft the war-club's weight, and deals, 
In swift and fierce and flashing blows. 
Its massive vengeance on his foes; 
As though his single arm would doom 
Their thronging legions to the tomb. 
Why droops that vengeful arm? and why 
Dim, fixed and rayless, b the eye 
Which^ like a bright and blazii^ star, 
Glanced proud defiance o'er the war? 
Just where the ribs and spleen divide, 
A random dart has pierced hb side; 
"Revenge my wrongs!" he wildly cries, 
And in that last exertion, dies. 

Fiercely, madly, round him close 
In throngs, hb fc^lowers and his foes, 
Linked and mixed in furious strife; 
Some for conquest, some for life 
Grasping^ struggling, writhing there, 
In all the phrenzy of despair. 

It may not last, that fearful fray; 
For feebly, the allied array— 
Their thinned ranks to a handful won^ 
Out-numbered, aidless and forlorn-— 
Support the fight: borne to the e<%ie 
Of the Mack aod beetling ledge 
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That overlooks the gglf, some throw 
Themselves, and some are hurled, below 
Into the yawning gorge; they go 
Head-long, and with a shuddering crash — 
Bent and gored with many a wound 
From the rocks beneath and the crags around — 
In lifeless heaps their bodies dash. 

"Now, forth! and on the weakened foe, 
Ere he recover from the blow!" — 
Thus utters Ruric: o'er the fosse. 
Spanned by the light but firm pontoon, 
Dash, fearlessly, the glittering horse, 
The heavier phalanx follows soon; 
And, like the eartliquake's fated gush, 
Their deep, uoked masses rush 
Upon the foe; whose frowning columns, 
In huge and dense and darkening volumes, 
Stand to receive them, as fixed and undaunted 
As the earth, on whose bosom their banners are planted. 
Dire is the crash of their meeting bands, 
Wild the din of their shivering brands; 
More dire and more wild are the shout and the cry 
Of the victors, who triumph, the vanquished, who die; 
And fearfully strewn is the gore-drenched plain 
With the weltering wounded and tombless slain. 

Sternly the allies withstand 
The death-shock of the Scanian bandj 
Fiercely and fast, from wing to wing. 
On helm and mail their war-clubs ring; 
And the Kving keep their stainless fame, 
And the dying earn a deathless name: 
But o'er their shattered ranks, the fray 
Spreads carnage, doubt and disarray: 
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Thfy droop; they falter — and they flee! 
^^Huzza! — pursue the victory!^ 

From the farthest verge of their flying host — 
Now hope IS abandoned and order lost — 
And their bravest have joined in the mingling rout — 
What means that wild and deafening shout? 
And why, o'er the corse-encumbered plain, 
Ate their rent ranks turning and forming again?--* 

Vigorous, active, dauntless, free, 
Sheathed in burnished panoply, 
And armed and girded for the slaughter, 
Like Juno's flower-begotten daughter; ( 7 ) 
On a mammoth's giant might. 
Rushing through the failing fight, ( 8 ) 
Like Hope descending on Despair, 
Escalala's self is there. 

She has 'scaped from the palace, the guard and the warder; 
Through perils and toils she has fled to the border; 
She has prayed for revenge to The Spirit on high, 
And she comes to the battle, to conquer or die. 

The flying turn, the wavering stand, 
A nucleus for the gathering band: 
Eagcjr to renew the fight. 
Again their severed ranks unite; * 

And on the flushed but wondering foe, 
Back their hurtling masses go, 
Fiercely and fast — as waves that are bornt} 
Aloft by the winds, to their level return. 

Checked by the rush of the rude assault, 
Firmly the Scanian legions halt 
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And breast them to its bursting shock^ 
Sternly and proudly as the rock 
On which some mountain-torrent's course 
Spends harmlessly ita angry force: 
Though not as harmlessly ^ on them 
Bursts the wild torrent they must stem. 
Like falling oaks, overturned and riven 
By rushing winds, their van b driven 
Headlong, by the fierce career, 
Back on their centre and their rear; 
Who, striding o'er the fall'n and slain. 
Hurl the dint on the foe again. 
Sending his shattered columns back 
In long recoil, from the foiled attack; 
Till again they form and again renew 
The volleying charge and the wide halloo. 

Thus, like tides that ebb and flow 
With the shifting planets, go 
The Indian and the Scanian foe; 
^tingling, struggling, charging, flying. 
O'er the wounded and the dying. 
Each attacks, retires or falters 
As their var3ring fortune alters. 
And neither, yet, inclines to yield 
The dear*bought laurels of the field: 
Though, of either sufiering host, 
Scania's bands have suflered most, 
And sorest falls the battle's sway 
On their oft repulsed array. 
But hope supports, and Rune cheers. 
And pride prevents or checks their fears, 
And Gondibert has led the might 
Of the reserve, to aid the fight; 
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And still, from prince to peasant^ alt 
Firnily stand or bravely fall. 

With tameless heart and watthftri eye^ 
First in the charge and last to fly; 
Where the battle fails, and where 
Its most appalling terrors are, 
EscALALA still is there; 
Cheering the Red-men and leading them on, 
Like a fearless and beauteous Amazon. 

"Fast the wearied foe is sinking; 
Fast our arms, his life-blood drinking, 
Doom to dark and dreamless rest 
Hordes of his bravest and his best; 
And his thinned ranks falter and soon must fly: 
On to the combat, and quell them, or die!" 
Thus commands the peerless maid: 
Well her mandates are obeyed, 
And fiercer and wilder than ever before, 
Is the rage of the fray and the rude uproar; 
For the last and the deadliest strife is begun^ 
That quaib not and en^s not, till victory's won. 

Like baited bull, like stag at bay, 
Or lion bursting on his prey; 
With desperate valor, Ruric throws 
Himself amid his charging foes. 
And — followed by a fearless fetr, 
Veterans, blemishless and true- 
Hurls them, howling and dismayed, 
Backward from his reeking blade. 

But the havoc of his brand 
The injured maid descries; 
And for vengeance, through the band, * 
Impatiently she flies. 
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Stern and impIftcabU as fate. 

And flushed widi ho^ and armed with hate. 

Beneath her mammoth's rushing weight 

The solid earth appears to tremble; 

And her flashing eyes resemble 

Some fiery and malignant star 

Glancing o'er the troubled war. 

Not unobserved of Ruric, came 
That eye of fire, that heart of flame; 
Nor from the combat turns aside. 
In fear or scorn, his arm of pride; 
Nor waits he till the foe draws near; 
But spurs his steed to fiiU career — 
With shield advanced, and dancing eldest, 
And visor closed, and lance in rest, 
And soul as haughty, stem and free 

As that which nerves h'ls enemy. 

Mid-way, in their sounding course. 
They meet; and Riirtc's gasping horse- 
Encountered by the swerveless force 

Of the huge mammoth — firom the shock 

Recoils, as from the ocean-rock 

The rushing wave; and on the plain 

Sinks, shuddering — ne'er to rise again: 

And hapless Rune, swift and far 

As peasant might can pitch the bar. 

Is head-long hurled — like meteor driven 

Downward, from the cope of heaven. 

Dizzy he rises; his palsied hand 

Feebly gropes for his useless brand: 

But ere from its sheath he has freed llie blade^ 

On him rushes the vengeful maid, 

And her war-club's weight, like the levin-burst, 

Dashes him down to his kindred dust; 
H 
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Through helm and scull and gushing brain 
It sinks — and Ruric's with the slain. 

Swelling to the farthest sky. 
Peals the wild and savage cry 
For Escalala's victory; 
And the bravest of Scania's battling host, 
Pressed by the foe, and their leader lust, 
Shrink from the combat and turn to flee. 
The haughty king beholds his son 
Drop lifeless, and his ranks o'erthrown. 
And, frenzied by the withering sight, 
Before him swims the failing fight; 
Bursts his full heart — ^Smd to the ground 
He dying sinks, without a wound! 

The battle is ended: the merciless slaughter 
The carnage, which knows nor exemption nor quarter, 
Tne shcuits of the victors, the tramp of the flying. 
The rush of pursuers and groans of the dying; 
Succeeding to the well fought fray, 
Close the memorable day. 

And each successive morning, far 
Down Time's dark tide, beheld the war; 
And other fields were fought and won, 
By that peerless Amazon; 
And other thousands to the field 
Scania sent — with spear and shield 
, And iron nerves and heaits of pride — 
Who came; and combatted, and died: 
And war and pestilence and dearth 
Swept her children from the earth; 
Till, of all her realm contained. 
Not a living soul remained. 
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But what avails it, to prolong, 
The thankless iheme, the poet's song; 
Or why should glowing numbers tell 
Where they fought or how they fell; 
' Or give— if give they might — ^to fame 
Eadi hero's long-forgotten name? 
The mighty, of that ancient day. 
Have, with the meanest, passed away; 
And those who fought and those who fled 
Alike, are numbered with the dead, 
Alike, unknowing and unknown, 
They rest beneath "the cold, grey stone;" 
Noble or base, they have found one doom, 
''Dust to dust," in the silent tomb: 
Save what the bard, in his artless story. 
May wrest from Oblivion's grasp, for a day; 
Nought remains of that empire's glory, ( 9 ) 
But heaps of ruins^ in mournful decay. 



«ND OF CANTO FIFTH. 
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Far down Ohio'» vale^the pUgFmsftes 
The rank grass floatiogy in. the grateful brecae, 
Above the hallowed mold, where sleep^thtt brave 
Of ages past^ in. the neglected grave; 
And of the peasant^ as his UboiB turn 
The whitening bones- above their earthly utD) 
Pauses a moment, o'er bis reckless share. 
To wonder whose sad relics moulder lher«: 
Yet, nor the peasant nor the pilgrim knows 
The record of their fame, the story of their woes. 
But viewless spirits Hnger round the scene 
Where Talor, worth and glory erst have been; 
Bidding each gale, as far its sweets are shed, 
Sigh nature's requiem o'er the mighty dead: 
While their high harps, responsive, wake again 
The echos of the sadly-pleasing strain, 
To prompt from Pity's eye the willing tear 
And tell their wondrous tale in Fancy's ear. 

Soothed by the sound, the native minstrel caught 

A portion of the lay their numbers taught, 

And from his rustic lyre, by Freedom strung 

Its plaintive wild-notes fearlessly he flung. 

Rude is the theme he chose, and small the praise 

He claims, to recompense his artless lays: 

Content, if Genius, from her boundless mines. 

Hath lent one gem, to deck the wreath he twines; 

Or Taste shall find one native flowret there. 

Which claims her plaudits and his country's care. 
H2 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



S4 CONCLUSION. 

To thee, my country! and to thine, belong 
The fame, the labors of thy ^^sons of song:'' 
Be thine, henceforth, the pleasing task, to give 
The boon which bids that fame, those labors Hve; 
Nor deem, of course, the chaplet little worth. 
Whose wreaths are twined from flowers of native growtb. 
Proud of their freedom, let thy children be 
Li taste and science, as in spirit, free; 
So shall thy daring minstreb soon aspire 
With bolder sweep to wake the slumbering lyre^ ^ 
Till, o'er the broad Atlantic echoing round, 
Admiring Europe hail the heavenly sound, 
And, roused to rapture by its magic charms^ 
Confess thy bards as matchless as thy arms. 



BND OF ESCALAJLA. 
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NOTES TO THE INTRODUCTION. 
NOTE I. 

«Wbeii can he start? is asked, with doubting eyet 
••Toworrotp**— 18 his brief, but fiiro reply. Page 7. 

This beautiful example of the moral sublime from the lips of mv 
^untryman, Ledyard, is generally known, and as generally admi- 
red. The Rev. John Foster, in his invaluable essay On Decision of 
Character, thus alludes to it. "Ledyard surprised the official per- 
son who asked him how soon he coiUd be ready to set off for the 
interior of Africa, by replying promptly and firmly, "Tomorrow." 

NOTE n. 

If art, if science, of Invention ask 

A helping hand, to aid their god-like task; 

Thy Franklin, Rittenhouse and Bushnell stand* 

The chosen votaries of her high command; 

In ocean's depths, secure, their joumies ply; 

Unfold the heavens, or pluck the lightnings from the skyt 

And Fulton, Whitney, Godfrey, Evans share 

Her giftSf with Clymer, Wilkinson and Hare. Page 7. 

No nation, embracin|^ a similar extent of population, can boast a 
greater number of citizens who have become the ornaments, or the 
benefactors of the human race through the medium of ingenious or 
useful inventions, than the United States. The list which is rapidly 
enumerated in the text, embraces but a small proportion of those 
who might justly claim honorable mention in this department of 
mental excellence. The name of Franklin needs no eulogium; and 
the propriety of classing him among Americans distinguished for 
their inventions, no explanation. Of the others, it may suffice to 
say, briefly; that Rittenhouse, like Ferguson, was a self-taught 
maUiematician and astronomer, and invented and constructed a very 
ingenious, excellent and accurate orrery, which, if I mistake not, 
is still preserved: Bushnell, during the Revolutionary war, invent- 
ed a submarine tortoise, or a boat capable of being easily and safely 
navigated under water, with which an attempt was made to destroy 
a British man of war, the Asia, if I remember aright; and the failure of 
the attempt was in no deg^e imputable to a defect in the invention: 
Hare and Godfrey, notwithstanding the efforts which have been 
made- to rob them of the honor, unquestionably invented, the one 
the Quadrant, and the other the compound, chemical blow-pipe.' 
Evans' inventions are known wherever mills are used: England, if 
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1 am correctly infonned, is at this moment reaping the most substan- 
tial benefits f5pom Wilkinson's steel reeds and machine for making 
needles,' the art of printing is deeply indebted to Clymer, for his 
printing' presses/ the machines for separating the seeds from cotton 
and for constructing small arms, have immortalized Whitney; and 
, Fulton's happy and successful application of the steam-engine, to the 
purpose of propelling water-craft^ haa formed an era^ in the sdence 
of navigation. 

NOTE III. 

Admiring Europe, in thy West, has seta 
All that ler art can be, or e*er had been, 
And with thy Copley, Stuart, Leslie, live 
AH that her peacif s magic touch can giro. Page 8. 

I seize this opportunity to assure Messrs. Trumbull, Vanderlyn^ 
Ames^ Peale, Allston, and nuuiy others of my countrymen who have 
amincntVjr distinguished themselves, in the art Painting, that it was 
not through any invidious preference, nor from any want of a just 
appreciation of their merits, that I have omitted to record tnetf 
names in the text among the proud list of American painters. 

NOTE ivr 

Oh, my seal sicfceasv at the niggard meed. 

By apathy, to Dativ« wovtfa decreed; 

Scorns the pervepfed ta«lc, thai still miut voanr 

la (^aesi of dainties vf hiefa aboMod at hooM:. Paga 9l 

The fact is unquestionable, that American literary genius has been 
* too often and too long suffered to pine, unnoticed and neglected, 
and that Ameiican preductiona of merit have been eiCber left to <*^1, 
BtiU-born, from the presfr," or at best been^ late and reluctantly, 
forced into due celebiity by generous commandationff ^rwsk tha oth- 
er side of the Atlantic. It is equally true ^at our libraiieSy public 
and private, have beien toa much kimbered with the me>e sickly 
trash of European scvibblera. But I am hap|iy to<p»ceive and tA 
acknowledg:e in m; country, the dawnings of a taste and a spirit 
which promise better things: and 1 fuUy believe the day is at hand^ 
whea the American public will be equally ready to hail, to admire 
and to honor the literacy merit which is the growth, of eiiiher hea> 
isphere. 

KOTES TO CANTO FIRST. 

KOTFE i. 

For Scania^s sons— though iabling pride 
Their lineage to the gods allied. ni^« 1}. 

'^Natiimtal pride, 9Xt attaekmentto tiie marvelloit*,. a»d eatinesft^il 
assent, are th«s strong ehanetefisiics of mankind in then* illHeratfi 
state. Hence it is, thaty in their earlier perieda^ aJmoat all the na- 
tions of the earth ha^ ardftntiy vied wstlittth other, m the iawn* 
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tion and belief of the most pompous and incredible talei, with re* 
l^9ird to their origin and antiquity."— *lfa<?pAfr»«n*t £9aay»^ p. 2. 

NOTE n. 

And tbeie a nitiic vHA Chty reared, 

Galhtred wild lasiu, the forest cleared^ Paga 15. 

The fact that mabe» more familiarly known to Americans by the 
name of Xndian-comf is indigenous to the western continent^ is so 
wen known that I should not avert to it in a note, but for the sake 
opf noticinf^ what, except amone literary men, may not be so notori- 
ous; that the potatoe^ now a pnncipal article of food among the low- 
«r elasses in so many parts of Europe, is likewise a native of Ame- 
rica. Baron HumboU recently found it in all its native wildness* 
in South America. 

KOTB ni. 

Deeming the g;od8 bad left the skies, 

To tabernacle there like meo— Page 13. 

This is not the mere coloring of poetic fancy. AH the earlier 
discoveries of the vaiious psjrts of the new continent and its contig- 
uous isles ware, at their first arrival, viewed by the savages as a su- 
perior order of beings— either gods or their descendants; and were 
Acccnrdingly denominated Ae ddldrtn o/ the sun, or of the great^a^ 
tera <x tf thunder; according to the whim or fancy of the different 
trib e s oy rather, perhaps, according to their religious notions. 

NOTE IV. 

To pay the meed to Odin doe. Page 14. 

It is melancholy to reflect that, in addition to the ceremonies, 
•potts and pastimes to which I have alluded in the text, the annual 
telij;ious rites in honor of Odin were, among many, if not all of the 
ancient Celtic nations, likewise defiled wim the blood of human 
victims. 

NOTE V. 

-And, mid a ckoeea festive nog, 
Play any part, bat that of king — Page 16. 

JLest it should be thought that my republican habits and f>rinciples 
have induced me, in these lines and their context, gratuitously to 
give Gondibert a foible unbecoming his regal dignity; I must be 
permitted to observe, that this feature of his character is in strict ac* 
Gordance with that which history asoribes to the most eminent of 
his cotemporarjr sovereigns: It was ther^ore a fnbk «f tb«age« 
not pf the individual. 
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NOTE VI. ^ 

Aid in a seat of honour, near 
^ The king, the gifted scalds appear— Page 17. 

•*The northern Europe had the same profound respect for it§ 
Scaldt; so poets were called in Scandinavia. The scalds were tho 
sole recorders of great events. The Danes and Norwegians hare 
no records older than the twelfth century, and the Swedes fall even 
short of the Danes in the antiquity of their writers of history: Saxa 
Grammatieus, who flourished in that age, has frequent recourse to 
the authority of the scalds who preceded diat era; and Joannes Meg- 
pus, archbishop of Upsal, appeals to them continually in his history 
of the Goths. Torfacus relates that the scalds were accounted per- 
sons of very considerable importance in Norway, Denmark, and 
Sweden. They were retained by mooarchs, were invested with ex- 
traordinary privileges, and highly caressed. In the court of that 
^eat Norwegian monarch, Harald Harfager, they had the honor of 
sitting next to the king himself, every one of the order according t» 
kis ^gmty.**^Mttcpherton** Essay u 

NOTE Vll. 
The Witch of Hesleggcn. Page 18. 
However absurd and ridiculous a belief in witchcraft may appear 
in this enlightened age, the reader or critic must be very fastidious, 
who can object to the making of a witch the principal personage in 
a poetic tale of a Scandinavian bard of the twelfth century: especial- 
ly as it is not yet two hundred years, since witches were formally 
prosecuted, condemned and executed, in New England; and a 
much less period since the same thin? has happened in some parts 
of Europe. It is only necessary to add, that Lofbden, or Lofibden, 
is a mountain on the coast of Norway^ overlooking the great 
whirlpool, called the malestrom, maelstrom, ornavelofthe sea,'ih%t 
Ardanger is the highest of that range of mountains which runs 
through Norway, and that Ver is one of the group usually called 
the Loffoden isles, 

NOTE vin. 

From Glomer to the Draame — Page 22. 

The Glomer and the Draame, or Dramme, are the two principal 
rivers of Norway. The former falls into the sea at the bay of Swia^ 
sund, 

NOTE IX. 



like the song 
Of the sweet bird, who nightly moans 
Her unexampled wrong — Page 24. 

An allusion to the classic fable of Philomela; who having been 
raTished and had her tongue cut out, was transformed into a nigh't<!i 
ingale. 
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KOTE X. 

TheB, to henelf— "he soon shall prove 

What 'tis to shght a mer^ueeo's love!'* Paffe 2S. 

'^'Heaven has no wrath, like love to hatred turned, 
Nov hell a fury, like a woman scorned."— JPo/>c. 

NOTE XI, 

'Twas now ihe hour unholy spell 

Has deadliest power — as |K>et8 tell: Pafl;e 28. 

'•Tis now the very witching time of night." — Shahupwet, 
NOTES TO CANTO SECOND. 

NOTE I, 

And listless, through the Uve-kmg day. 
Slumbered the lazy hours away— 
Till hunger, thirat, revenge or pain 
Impelled him to his task again. Page 38. 

Unless excited by some powerful and urgent occasion, like those 
enumerated in the text^ the American savage is among the most in- 
dolent and listless of human beings; dull, phlegmatic, silent and in* 
ert; passing whole days in sleep, or at least in torpid inactivity. 
But when aroused by necessity or prompted by passion, tEeir perse- 
verance and activity are wonderful, and their capacity for endurance, 
unparalleled. In support and illustration of this very prominent 
trait in their character, it would be easy to adduce numerous au- 
thorities; but one which is very brief, may sufiice. In the JWxt 
Encyclopedia, article America^ it is said of them that — <*They follow 
their prey through the woods with astonishing perseverance; and 
laying aside the indolence and stupidity of their nature, become ao^ 
Myc, skiliulj and acute." 

NOTE n. 

Patient and wary, day by day. 

In ambush on the earth he lay-— 

Appeariiigi to tiie distant view 

Like idle weeds that round him g^^w; 

Or faded leaves, which autumn's breath 

Had scattered o'er the dark- brown heath. Page 33. 

*<Tbey paint their bodies of the same color with the leaves an4 
brushwood; lie close to the ground all day, and travel only during 
the night.— JEncyc. Art. America, 

NOTE III. 

Heaven— when for Adam's fault it shed 
A penance on his guilty head — 
Mingled a blessing with the curse, 
Which rifled it of half its force. Page 35. 

<*In the sweat of thy face shalt thou eat bread, till thou return 
unto the ground. — Gewtk, 3c, 19t>. 
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NOT* nr. 

Hit taunt oofie aiwweredt but the sptTl 

Of that dream's sadness seemed to swell 

With dark ibrbod'mga, ia the viind 

Of eveiy chief wh« there feclined — Fagpe SB. 

The belief in the prophetic iiatvre of dreams, forms one of the 
most singular, wild and interesting traits in the history of the hu- 
man mind. Enlightened men, even in this enlightened age, are, 
frequently, not entirely free from this weakness. But in the jftvage 
and semucivilized state of man, this belief has, in all ages, been 
universal; and not unfrequently has |>rodaced the most marked 
and decisive effects, not only upon the conduct and fate of individ- 
uals, but of families, communities and nations. The classical read- 
er needs not to be reminded of instances in point, in the histories of 
Greece and Rome; and its kifiuence has been no less universal or 
decisive among the barbarians of the north and the savages of Ame- 
rica. In conformity with these facts, 1 have conceived myself per- 
fectly justifiable in narrating the dream of one of my princ^MUser- 
sonages, and in makiBg it darkly typical of his subieK^ttent conauct 
mnd late. 

NOTE T. 

Seemed, as those bounding coursect won 
Their head-long way so gallantly, 
Eadi rider and his steed were one, 
And fable a reality. Page 41. 

The Centaurs« a race whose existence waa^ in ancient timea, m 
well vouched, as generally credited, and as true as that of the Am* 
azons of the middle ages; were reputed to combiiie the foma tf a 
horse and a man. 

NOTE VI. 

Great Warredondo— ch ie f and boast 

Of the Algonquin's waMike host Page 43. 

The Algonquins, or Alogonquins, were formerly the most numer- 
ous, powerful and war-hke of all the tribes of the North-Americaa 
Indians. They were finally conquered^ dispersed and* as a sepa- 
rate nation, ^exterminated by a confederacy formed by the IroqutM. 

NOTE vn. 

Ifot greater had their terror been, 

If from his dark abodes, unseen. 

Offended Areskoa had hurled 

His voice in tbonder o'er the world* Page 44. 

AaxsKov, or Areskoui, was the principal 'god, or Oreai SpirU, 
of several of the American tribes. Those who are curious on the 
subject of the religion of the American Indians, may consult Tnin- 
bulrs Indian Wars, Charlevoix, Doctor Janris' ingenious Discourse/ 
and the yery excellent epitome of all that ha« been collected on the 
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tubject> contained in the New Edinburgh Encyclopaecfia. Unless 
however, the investigutor should be more fortunate or more easy to 
satisfy than I have been, the information he acquires will be but a 
poor compensation for the labor of his researches. The fact seems 
to be that, with the exception of the Mexicans and Peruvians, no one 
of the American tribes had, previous to their intercourse with Euro- 
peans, any very fixed or definite religious notions; and from the ex- 
treme unwillingness to communicate their tenets to the whites, add<*. 
ed to the varying opinions of different, though perhaps contiguous 
tribes, and the carelessness or unfaithfulness of those nrom whom in- 
formation has been derived; what has been gleaned upon the sub« 
ject is either entitled to smaJl confidence or conveys but little satisr 
factory information. 

NOTES TO CANTO THIRD. 
NOTE I. 



1 so strong 

Were the iudigoant thoogbU that find 
His glowing bwom, and inspired 
Rerenge for Elscalala's wrong. Page 53. 

I * *The first principle which is instilled into the breast of an Ameiv 
I ican savage is revenue. This principle acquires additional strength 
I as he advances in life; th^ few objects which his education presents 
to his eye have all a tendency to cherish it; both the counsels of 
' the old men, and the example of the warriors of his tribe, conspire 
. in teaching him, that it is dishonorable to relent, and infamous to 
I forgive. To tear off the scalp of an enemy, to eat his flesh, is the 
i bluest gratification which an Indian can receive. Against the en- 
I emies of his tribe, his vengeance has no limits. It sparkles in eveiy 
I eye, and ^ves activity to every limb. The Indian fights, not to 
\ conquer his enemies, but to satiate his revenge; and that destruc- 
! Uve passion is not gratified till he has glutted himself with the blood 
I of the hostile tribey and rejoiced in tjie extinction of its name.'* 
I Encyciop»dia, 

NOTE II. 

But readily as bound can trace 
I The trail of g^ame, in greenwood chase; 

So readily, &c. Page 54. 

The fiicility and accuracy with which Indians mark and follow the 
traces of human footsteps-^traces so slight that none but the eye of 
a savage could detect them, even b^ the nicest examination — is one 
of the most striking, curious and singular traits in their singularly 
original and interesting character. *'Thev pursue,^ says the Eq. 
cyclopxdia, *Hheir enemies through the forest with the same cau- 
tion and spirit which they exhibit in following the beasts of prey^ and 
mark their footsteps with the same accuracy.'' 
I 
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NOTE m. 

Altempt9^a0 vain as the commaiKli 

Of him, who on ^Southampton's sandSt 

Cbarg;*d ocean's billows not to wet 

The ground on which his feet were set Piig« 65. 

The anecdote of Jung Cimute, here.iOluded to^.is too well knows 
io require repetition. 

NOTE IV. 

In Odin's hall, with the brave and the free. 
Feast and repose, to etemitjr! Page 61. 

It was a favorite point in the creed of the Scandinavians, that the 
souls of those heroes who were slain in battle were immediately 
transported to the vast and magpiificent JBdll of Odin, where thej 
mutually recounted their martial exploits, and banqueted and re- 
galed themselves on the choicest dainties forever. 

NOTES TO CANTO FOURTH. 

NOTE 1. 

Now speed Ihee, speed, Tostunnuggee! 

Tell Scania^s haughty kln^, from me; 

The wolf has howled, shall lap his blood — Page 65. 

in some of the native, North American dialects, 'Tustunnuggee,' 
^gis I am informed, signifies indifferently, 9peak€r, orator^ or leader. 
Among them» as in most savage nations, the two qualities most 
prized in an individual are eloquenee and valor; and it is in refer- 
ence to the one or the other, that they usually select their leaders or 
phiefs. 

Their ^eeches are so wild, bold and figurative, that to have im- 
itated them iuUy in the little samples I have ventured to gpive would 
hAve subjected me to the imputation of burlesque and extravagance. 
At the same time they are,, not unfrequently, remarkably pithy and 
sententious. **We speak to you now in the name of all the Six 
Nations, and we come to you howling. The reason why we howl is, 
because theFrench have intruded on our lands, and built upon them." 
Such was the speech of one of their orators, to a governor of the 
then province of New-York, complaining of French encroachments 
on their territories. See SndthU M%tory cf JSTe-w-Tork^ 

NOTE n. 

And rave him, {ree^ his native woods to roam, 

The oeaTens hisceveriog, and the earth bis home. Page. 65w 

«<While myriads of human beings follow in the tnun of an Aaiatie 
prince, the slaves of his will, and the sport of his caprice; while tbcy 
tremble before him, or fall down at his presence, knowing that he 
can dispose of their lives with a nod;- the rude inhabitant of Amer* 
ica wanders where his choice directs him, and breathes the air of his 
natilYe plainSf uacestrained by the voice or the look of a superior.** 

EnqfclopmtUa* 
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NOTE III. 

Taught them each recess where the red deer strays, 
To tame the mammoth, and to rear the maize — Page 65. 

That the mammoth was once an inhabitant, or at least a visitant 
of the American continent, is well known. The race is now sup- 
posed to be extinct. Naturalists and philosophers do not seem to 
lie well a^eed as to its species, character or habits. Some contend 
that it was a carniverous and some that it was a grameniverous ani- 
mal; while a third class have chosen a middle course, and seem dis- 
posed to allow it both these characteristics. Nor have they better 
agreed in determining whether it is to be copsidered a dbtinct spe- 
cies, or only a variety of the elephant. / 

Of an animal whose properties are involved bt-fio much doubt, I 
-would fain hope it may not be o'erstepping- the legitimate bounds of 
poetic license, to suppose that the aborigines may have tamed and 
subjected it to their command. In a note to the last canto, I shall- 
trouble the reader with a few additional observations on the poetical 
use I have ventured to make of this remarkable animal. 

In the mean time, I may perhaps wfthout the imputation of ar- 
rogance, hint my belief that the mammoth, like the seal or the sea- 
cow, was in reality an amphibious animal, and in all probability yet 
exists in the unexplored depths of ocean. The facts, that its 
bones have been discovered only in situations confessedly alluvial; 
that the entire carcase of one was, towards the close of the last cen- 
tury, discovered imbedded in the ice of the White Sea, and that ita 
unwieldy bulk would hardly have permitted it to find, either as a 
carniverous or graniverous animal, an adequate subsistence on terra 
firma; furnish Kome of the reasons which have induced me to fom^ 
this opinion — an opinion which perhaps contains no novelty, but 
wliich I do not remember to have seen or heard as having. been ad^ 
Tanced by any other person. 

NOTE IV. 

Between his sinewy haods he crashed 
The pipe of peace, and proudly flung 
Its fragments on the floor — Page 68. 

The calumet, or pipe qf peace^ is an important symbol among au 
the tribes of North American Indians. It is always presented as a 
token of amity; and at their treaties it is handed round to every in- 
dividual of the contracting parties, each of whom smokes a few 
whiffs, as a solemn evidence of his assent to the terms of the agree- 
ment and a pledge of his good faith. 

NOTE V. 

-the dove 



Of peace is like the bird that roves 
III sultry India's spicy groves — 
Her native sphere*s above. Page 68. 

The beautiful bird of Paradise, which at certain seasons of the * 
year visits the Spice Islands to feed on the seeds of the cinnamon^ 
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Why the Orientals, fkncifully supposed to come from the sky and 
to sleep in mid air. This pretty but extravagant fiction is often al- 
luded to by poets, both in Europe and Amenca. Since my poem 
was completed, in glancing over a review of Tamoden^^z work which 
I regret to say I have never seen, I have found the same &hle thus 
alluded to: 

**Yet lives she not amid the skies, 

like eastern birds of Paradise.'* 

NOTE VI. 

The tribe is summoned-— son and sire. 
Age, manhood, yoath and infancy. 
In order seated, silently, 
Are congregated there. Page 68. 

Whenever, amone the Indians, any important question requires de- 
cision, the whole tribe, male and female, old and young, is convened, 
in concentric circles, aromid the council fire. 1 here the matter is 
freely discussed; and, what is veipr singular, the females, though or> 
dinanly treated with truly barbarian neglect, have a voice, and fre^ 
quently a very commanding one in the decision which follows. 

NOTE VII. 

The runners,, by their chief's command. 
The war-club, tinged with fearful red, 
Raised high in air, a signal dread. 
And waved it through the land. Page 69. 

When the Indians have resolved upon a war or a warlike expe£- 
tion, if there be any other tribe or any detached part of their own 
tribe, which they wish to invite to make common cause, runners 
are despatched, furnislied with a hatchet or a tomahawk — weapons 
which, though generally confounded, are not the same — and with 
a war-club; the heads of which are painted or dyed red . With these 
symbols, and with suitable strings of wampum, the messengers visit 
those wnom they wish to engage as companions or allies in the ex- 
pedition; waving aloft their signals and raising the war-cry, to ap- 
prise them of their wishes and to arouse them to action; and both 
in their own and in other tiibes, he who pleases joins them; for 
even in affairs of this moment, each individual acts his own pleasure. 
The speed, energy and perseverance with which these runners tra- 
vel is truly astonishing. On one occasion, a runner of the Oneida 
tribe went from their principal viljjage to the city of Albany, a dis- 
tance of one hundred and seventeen miles, in the almost incredibly 
short space of sixteen hours. 

NOTE VIII. 

And fancy, in their changeful hue 
Of ever-varying shades, might view 
Strange shapes — ^- — Page 71. 

To those who, in high latitudes, have had an opportunity of wit- 
nessing the rapid motions, the brilliancy, and the wonderful changes 
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of shape and hue presented by the Mrthern JJs^htt, it will hardly < 
seem extravagant, seriously to assert a belief that to them are to he 
traced most of those alarming appearances of battles, in the mr^ which 
formerly terrified the vulgar and puzzled the learned. Even now, 
when those lights are most brilliant and playful, a warm imagination 
ean hardly re&ain from being made the dupe of their illusions. 

NOTE IX. 

The sentinel, in either host, 

With wary eye maintained hia post — Page 72. 

In point of strict, characteristic accuracy, this is not correct. It 
is a singular departure from the usual, extreme circumspection anc^ 
precaution of their warfare, that the Indians encamp without senti- 
nels; although when in the vicinity of an enemy, they usually send . 
out scouts and small parties, to endeavor to effect a surprise. 

NOTE X. 

And from its bubbling socket, pry 

With flaming brands, each bursting eye. Page 75. 

A prominent object in the composition of the poem, and one of 
which I have nevfer, even for a moment, wantonly lost sii^ht; has 
been to give a brief but faithful sketch of the native character, hab- 
its and customs of the North- American InTlians. Lest therefore the 
short, but perhaps too horrid description of the tortures which they 
were accustomed to inflict on their prisoners, of which these lines 
are a part, may seem, to those not thoroughly conversant with their 
manners, to **o*er»tep the modesty of nature;" I beg leave to lay 
befoi'e the reader the followiftg extracts, in relation to the subject, 
from the JW» Edinburgh Encyclopsidiai article America; from which 
he will perceive that, far from having overcharged the picture, I 
have scarce given even a faint outline of its horrible and demoniac 
cruelties. 

«*As they approach their villages, the women and children come 
out to meet them. The cry of death is raised; and they bruise the 
captive as he passes, with clubs and stones, in the most shocking 
manner." 

**The captives are gathered into one place, and the whole nation 
assembles as to a festival. The prisoners are tied to a stake, but so 
as to have liberty to move around it. The mind which is not alto- 
g^ether a stranger to pity, revolts at the scene which follows. Men, 
women and children, rush upon (he unhappy victims. They beat 
them with clubs, they tear them with pincers, tliey burn their limbs 
with hot irons, they drag their nails from their fingers, one by one, 
they, wound them with knives, and cut circles and gashes in various 
parts of their bodies; and these they instantly sear, in brder to pre- 
vent an effusion of blood, which would terminate the agony of the 
sufferer. They vie with each other in refinements of torture. One 
takes a finger in his mouth, and gnaws it, and tears off the flesh wi^ 
his teeth; another thrusts the mangled finger into the bowl of a pipe 
made red hot, and smokes it like tobacco; a third pounds the toss 
i2 

Digitized by VjOOQIC_ 



106 NOTES. 

' of the wretch between two stones; and a fourth, smearing his face 
with the blood of the victim, dances round the stake in a transport 
of fury and joy. Some twist the bare nerves and tendons; and 
others pull and stretch the limbs in every way that can increase the 
torment. Nothing* sets bounds to their rage, but the fear of killing 
the sufferer at once; and so cautiously do they refrain from hurting 
the vital parts, that this scene of misery often continues for seversd 
days. They sometimes unbind the prisoner, to give a breathing to 
their vengeance and to think of other tortures. They do it also in 
order to refresh the sufferer, who has perhaps fallen into a profound 
sleep, worn out with pain, and wearied with enduring. They rouse 
him, however, by the application of fire. Their cruelty, which 
seems to have gathered strength in the interval, is renewed. They 
pull out his teeth, they thrust out his eyes; they stick him all over 
with matches, of a wood which bums slowly, yet easily takes fire; 
they run sharp reeds into the flesh^ parts of his body; they tear the 
skin from his head, and pour boiling water on the naked skull — till, 
torn, roasted, and blind, staggering through weakness, from side to 
side, and falling into their fires at every step,he is despatched with a 
dagger or a club.'' 

NOTES TO CANTO FIFTH. 

* NOTE I. 

With boding death-son^, ahout, and yell. Paj^e 80. 

I have heard, amon^ various tribes of savages, many samples of 
the Indian war-song; most of which, to my ear at least, were suffi- 
ciently harsh and insipid, however significant the language in which 
they were couched, or the gestures by which they were accompa- 
nied. 

Some of them, however, are striking exceptions from this general 
censure; evincing in their music a wild but plaintive melody which 
5s not without its charms to the scientific and practised ear. 

As proof of this fact, and as a curiosity not elsewhere to be met 
with, I subjoin the words and native nmsic of a song, communi- 
cated, through a friend, by a respectable clergyman, who was many 
years a missionary among tlie Indians on the borders of the Mis^»- 
sippi. 

AN INDIAN WAR-SONG., 

Ka re w6oh-bdb, waug& rdonka, 
K^-r6ong y6h-k3 ta n6ga.ree, 
S6on guaw too ne nan-ne n6on-g«^w, 
Twilck-a-goh twats tain y^h r6o, 
T6ong sa t6ong ^ he-r^h t6ong: 
Ick-swah sa nah he r^h tdong, 
Nay utat^h wah-ne use tkb; 
Rdo-ne hkh! 
SdoD ^vikyr too ne nilD-ne n6on-gnaw. 
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NOTE n. 



-in thronging lines 



Their wild and duslcy phalanx shines 

In savage grandeur — as in hell. 

When with the cunning arch-fiend fell 

The heavenly host, all darkly shone 

Lost angels round the fallen One. Page 80. 

*' Forthwith from every squadron and each band. 
The heads and leaders thither haste where stood 
Their great commander: godlike shapes and forms 
Excelling human, princely dignities, 
And pow'rs that white in heaven sat on thrones** — 

^ Parage iMt^ Bovik L 

NOTE III. 
The veiy elements seemed hushed. Page 81. 
All the accounts of the great earthquake of 'fifty-five, \irhich de- 
stroyed the city of Lisbon, agree in noticing the remarkable stillness 
and as it were, the slumber of the elements which immediately pre- 
ceded it: and the dead calms wMch usually usher in the toroadoM 
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of tropic^ wcw and the poison-wind of the African defcrts, arc equal- 
ly notorious. 

NOTE IV. 

Thrillto^ upon the wildered ear, 

In ton^s as dUsonant and drear. 

As when the winds or surges roar 

On chafed Superior's cliff bound shore. Pa^e SI. 

The following extract from an interesting note to Ontwa. from ^e 
pen of His Excellency, Governor Cass, descriptive of the lectured 
Rocks, on the south shore of Lake Superior; will both justfy and 
illustrate the alhision contained in these lines. 

<*The action of the waves has undermined every projecting^ point; 
and there the immense precipice rests upon arches, and the founda- 
tion is intersected by caverns extending in every direction. When 
we passed this mighty fabric of nature, the wind was still and the 
lake calm. But even the slight motion of the waves, which in the 
most profound calm agitates these internal seas, swept through the 
deep caverns with the noise of distant thunder, and died upon the 
ear as it rolled forward in the dark recesses inaccessible to human 
observation: no sound more melancholy or more awful ever vibrated 
Upon human nerves.'* 

NOTE V. 
And neither gives nor asks for quarter. Page. 84. 

'<It is a maxim of Indian warfare, seldom to give quarter or to take 
it," — Encyclopmdia. 

NOTE VI. 

Like Fate's dark angel — scattering death 

From his black wing and burning breath — Page 84. 

These lines allude to one of the wild but sublime fictions of Ma- 
hometan superstition. 

NOTE VIL 

Like Juno's fower- begotten daughter— Page. 86. 
According to ancient mythology, Bellona, the goddess of war, was 
the daughter of Juno. She. and Mars were twins> and Juno con- 
ceived them by having touched a flower which was shewn her by 
Dis. 

NOTE vin. 

On a mammoth^s giant might. 

Rushing through the fatlipg ^ht Page 88. 

In a previous note I have g^iven my reasons for venturing to speak 
of the mammoth as an animal in domestic use among the Indians. 
Some judicious friends to whom the manuscript of the poem has been 
submitted, and for whose opinions I have the highest respect, have 
expressed a fear lest the sudden and unexpected introduction of 
Escalala upon so uBCommoii m animal^ should appear extravagant, 
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and produce an unfiiTorable effect. They have probablj judged 
correctly. My reasons for dissenting from them have been, briefly, 
that elephants are familiarly known to have been, from the earliest 
ag'es, used in war; Uiat the most eminent naturaUsts seem strongly 
to incline towards the belief that the mammoth was but a variety of 
the elephant; and that, at best, so little is known respecting the 
disposition and habits of the animal, that a much more extravagant 
poetical use of it than even I have ventured to make, could hiGrdly 
be said to violate probability. When, in addition to these reasons, 
it is conudered that my heroine is flying for her life from her cap- 
tivity in the Scanian capital; that she would naturally select for her 
flight the most powerful and the fleetest animal then in use; and that 
she arrives on the field of battle in a moment when all was terror, 
confusion and dismay, and when neither time nor opportunity would 
have permitted her to change her mode of conveyance: I should 
ima^ne the fancy would not appear too extravi^nt. If it should, 
the fault has been deliberately committed, and the public will only 
have to add it to the numerous other instances of ulse taste which 
they will doubtless discover in the poem. 

NOTE IX. 

Nought remaioi of that einpire*i glory. 

Bat heaps of ruinfl, in mourmhl decay. Page 91. 

'<It is true, that no historian has told us the names of the mighty 
chieftuns, whose ashes are inumed in our tumuli; no poefs song 
has been handed down to us in which their exploits are noticed. His- 
tory has not informed us who were their priests, their orators, their 
ablest statesmen, or their greatest warriors.*' 

Trantactioru of the American Antiquarian Society, p. 24S. 

THE XND. 
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